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6 THE ADTENTUEBS OF 

to London on tha pnrioiu ersning), and both were Bpeedi^eagogeA 

iliuckillg- 

Hawkins had some difficulty in pertnading his infiperieiiced 
jtiend not to take half the ctHitenti of his rooma with him. Hod Mr^ 
Gw>enfinoh ^)peared on the platform with the number of desks, 
boxM, brownpaper parcels, and other paraphernalia he at fijst pro- 
poaad, ha woola haTs unquestionably oeen taken for a gentlemaa 
ahout topiooeed to Portsmooth with a riew to a toor round ijis 
globe. Sat his &iend qaicklj pointed out how little ia mallyneces> 
aary to comfort in traTeUing, and how nttorly a largo quantity of 
h^igage ia ineompatihle therewith. So Mr. Greei&ca took only 
d>ont three tintee as miuh as was really requisite. 

And 80 they quitted Elkington. Mr. Greenfinch — like a certain 
wearied aulitar; hero of our ballad literature, — turned seTeral wist- 
fill gazea towards the village church; but, to hia honour be it tohl. 
although he tuned, no tear stood on his check, and so hs wiped nons 
•way. 

As few of one readers are of the Greenfinch family, we at oneo 
ftjrbear describing the journey to London. The station at Beading 
was not re-smasDed, and no accident or event of any conse^nenco 
teok. place till they reached Faddincton. 

Hawkins cleared the luggage with famous despatch, and our two 
heioeB were apeedily dashuig down to his lodgings in the Adelphi, 
where Tom wbb at aU times fully prepared for the reception of bachelor 
fiiends, scd to do the honoiirs in a style that will, not un&equently, 
make the sympathizing reader erect each and eveiy particular hair, 
after the manner th^ Shakesperian porcupines dis^t^ their oheranx- 
da-lziaa of qnilla. 
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CHAPTEE II. 



KB. OBEENPINCH FINDS HIMSELF IN A TOTALLY NEW STATIC OF THINGS IN 
GENERAL, AND BEGINS TO GAIN INFOBMATION. 

If you ever go to call upon any one in the AdelpM, he is sure to 
lire at the very top of tibie staircase. Tom*s residence was no exf- 
ception to the rule, and our hero's patience and breath were well 
nigh exhausted as he dragged his wearied frame and carpet-bags up 
the four courses of stone steps. 

" Nothing like exemjiae," obset^d Tom, consolingly ; " besides, 
it's such a preservative against dtons. I osx» had an asthmatical 
tailor, who invariabljr came ibr nuHiey when iii waa not convenient to 
pay it . Excuses, proioases^ and tkme were- tlSk^ uneflectual. But 
the next term I found thai; mj heatfcilt leqsmd & ^^iige of air, and 
so I got my tutor to c^uuMpe mr roomei man. IS'ck %. ground-floor, to 
Ko. 17, attic story. The dun tkoughi Ms Iimgs of more consequence 
than his money, and so discontinued his visits." 

Fending this anecdote, our two firiends had entered the room*, nthich 
bad a. cerSiin. air of rakish comfort peculiar to university men's aqpart«> 
ments, but was at the same time strictly in accordance with AdelpU 
UdnicmA. The furniture of heaw maho^ny. the red merino cur- 
tains» the red Brussels carpet, asid the red flock pap^ on the walls^ 
formed an, oMetaJfle highly suggestive of warmtK a^d of Mr. Q, 
Smith's costume in the character of his majesty of the netherworld. 
Hie room, however, despite this rather wintry style of appointmentSy 
looked bright and cheerful ; bright lively prin^^ in slender frames, 
suggested various ideas of Mr. Tom Hawkins' taste for the fleld, 
theballet, and the turf. All Landseer's dogs were there, and a 
•tuffed terrier^ whose ratting powen^ were, unhappily^ among the 
tibings that had been, was placed conspicuously on a side-table, 
partfy obscured, however, by an unframed portrait of Mr. Eoss^ and 
a pair of boxing-gloves. A mountain of cigar-boxes, and f^ collec- 
tion of jars with patent iron-topped covers, attested the inutility of 
King James's " Counter^blast. ' The display of glass on tibe side- 
board fully proved that if Mr. Hawkins diet not give krffe parties 
occasionaUy,. it was from no deficiency on that head; and the assort- 
ment of miscellaaeous memoranda on the chimney-piece proved that 
his acquaintance was as varied as his pursuits. 

" There's a view for you !" Tom exclaimed, throwinff open the 
window, and displaying the countless dumneys, churm steeples, 
and the ^eat lion on me opposite brewery to the admiring gaze 
of his friend. " Quiet, with just a distant hum of every w>dy 
walking about and of paddle-wheels and pistons — ^airy, but, it is to 
be confessed, slightly perfumed by the smoke, dead dogs, and other 
et ceteras so necessary to the li^alth of a large popiuation. The 
hei^t is certainly considerable, but what can be better to an imagina- 
tive mind P Perhaps so many coal barges may be thought rather 
monotonousy. bnt it must be recoUected Qiat umfomit^ i& c^u^ss^s^^ 
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to beauty, md that thcie mtu be paetn eren in B cOil bvge, to M7 
uothiDX of the Ungu^e of the bnpneB." 




"How yon rattle on," observed Greenfinch. " I really think timt' 
London must propagate idJM« as fast as it seems to produce ehil- 

" Ay, children or oyster shells, and both in poor neigbbwniiioodB 
invariably. Bnt, I tell yon what, I most peck at lomething; for 
early break&sts and railway trips, to say nothing of a pilgrimage np 
these confoonded staira, take it ont of a man." 

Greenfinch, who felt tolerably hungry himself, readily assented ; 
and upon Mr. Hawkins touching the bell, a buttons of diminntiye, 
bnt obese proportions, and whose complexion appeared to have been 
modelled upon that of the flock paper, obeyed the caU. 

"Get BomelhiDg for lunch,-" said Tom. "Lamb and salad frtan 
Lawrence's, a lobster from over the way, and some cheese ; and look 

Toe emissBTy disappeared, and an old woman, whose life was 
chiefly spent in nttermg analJieraaa against flights of stairs, and in 
consoling herself with sips of Mr. Hawkins and "the opposite 
neighbour's" brandy, addressed herself to dlessing the table. 
Meanwhile Tom Hawking (who appeared to have a capaeity for im- 
bibing beer at all Reasons and under all circmnstances) produced an 
elab(nvt«ly decorated silver pewter, and decanted some Bass off with 
groat gusto— not forgetting to take a hearty pull at the contents. A 
l^on bottle of light BucSlos and a decanter of sherry completed 
the by no means scanty preparations for the matutinal Bympoimm, 

Mr. Hawkins was not, however, merely meditating on food for 
his fViini<rH boitily wants, Imt was deeply intent upon projects for 
" getting a riso out of him," and making him slijchtlv contribute to 
his own I'ntt'rlitiiiniciil. Witli this view, he quitted the room, and 
ijuiokly returned with IJin "<ii)poBite neighbour," who shared his 
(■oiitrirnition to tlio lirnndy- drinking propensities of Mrs. McScnl- 
.. liny, ud whom ho fortliwitli iutioduced as " Mi. William Sell." 



MR. SyDENHAM QREESFINCH, 




" First TiBtt to liOndon," remarked tliat gentleman, aiW tie usual 
repetitions of names and Italf-diatant Balutatory grmnutieB had been 
' dtdy performed. "Ah! yon loiii like London, oomething difierent 
irom EUdiyjton, You'll see more strange eights than you ever read 
of in the Ifistory of England." 

" Well, we'E talk about where we are to begin," said Tom, " for 
lunch is all' ready. Capital salad, I'll take my davy, and the lobster 
ia as blooming a& a cook's companion in Albany-street." 

"A cook'a companion ?" aaked Greenfinch, admiringly, tu he ac- 
cepted the proffered lamb, and helped himself to mint-sauce. 

""Why, a soldier, to be sure. In Albany- street, and, indeed, 
everywhere in London during war-time, the aoldiera are all quar- 
tered in private houses, and each owner of a house ia bound to enter- 
tain one or more of them, accordmg to his income. So reputable and 
sober is the conduct of theae men, that they invariaoly possess 
themselves of the affectiona and wages of the cook-maida — to say 
nothiagof the extra allowance of cold meat. Nay, ao great is their in- 
fluence, that not a policeman will accept of an appointment in a neigh- 
bourhood where there are soldiers at more than every other house." 

" It must be a very disagreeable infringement on the quiet of 
privftte life," observed Mr. Greenfinch, awallowing the stattiiaent 
simultAneously with a mouthful of mustard and cress. 

"Tery,"replied Mr. William Sell, taking the cue from his friend; 
" but in time of war, ' beautiful war' (and ne trolled out a flourish 
from Bossiui's masterpiece), private convenience must he sacrificed. 
Besides, ' England especta every man to do hia duty.' " 

"And therefore I'll trouble you for a claw," rejoined Tom. "The 
man who neglects his appetite, is unwortliy the name of a British 

" But you should aee the state of things at the Tower," resumed 
hia fr^ena, who felt in hia " vein," and saw that Greenfinch's brain 
was erideutly a suitable vessel into which to discharge vU onc&eaiA-, 



10 THE ADVENTURES OF 

" quite in a state of Bie^e. You walk in between two officers, and 
after having been searched, to ascertain that yon have no treason- 
able papers, lucifer matches, ot portanuta of Kossuth, on your per- 
son, you are conducted by a warder to- tlk» Skeleton Eoom." 

" The Skeleton Eoom !" gasped oar novice, whose home breeding 
had imbued him with a conventional Boraor of mankind in an ana- 
tomical state. 

** Yes, the skeletons of all those wha^ave been executed for high 
treason, except a few who have received Christian burial. ^ There 
you'll see Lady Jane Grey, ugh ! a mere bag of bones, hand in hand 
with the skeleton of her husband, sikfentgr without heads, opposite 
to Sir Thomas More. They are all aeraiiged in chronological order, 
and look uncommon ghastly, I ean i»B yoiu** 

Mr. Greenfinch avowed a iwry' pardonaWe abhorrence of such 
exhibitions, and Mr. Sell, wd^toae imagination had only been whetted 
by his first successful effort, proceeded to give a description of the 
fortifications and other arrangements of our national arsenal, which 
the authorities would have had some difficulty in identifying. 

With all Mr. Sydenham Greenfinch's knowledge of Mangnall's 
" Questions," he found himself strangely deficient m what appeared 
to be the commonest information. He nad never before been aware 
that the lord mayor was chief keeper of the royal lions, and that 
tibese animals were annually washed oy the fair hands of her majesty 
on the Ist of April. He had not entertained the slightest idea that 
the moat of Traitor's Gate was now emptied, and used as a pit for 
bear-baiting, and that rat-hnnting was the diief amusement of the 
Beefeaters. His deficiencies seemed to increase with every sentence 
uttered by his two Mends, and with them hia conviction that know«> 
ledge of the world was far better than reading. 

" Well," said Hawkins, after he had concluded an elabora;te de« 
soription of the under-water communication between the Thames 
Tunnel and the House of Commons, ** I vote we itart oW, and 
begin to see the Hons. What shall it be first?" 

** Oh, let's ffo into the oitv, then down the river, dine at Black- 
wall, and get home in time K>r the Lyceimi," suggested Sell. 

Mr. Sydenham had no objection ; in fact, he had made up his 
mind to resign himself wholly to Tom's guidance, feeling, to say the 
truth, rather bewildered and nervous, as they got into me crowded 
Strand. 

It was about two o'clock; but oh, how diffiarent fix)m two o'clock 
at Elkington ! Carts, omnibuses, and vehicles of eveiy description, 
eot into problematical confusion, and every now and tnen came to a 
Head stand-still, the horses benefiting by the involuntary rest thus 
accorded them. Now and then a wheel would get firmly locked in 
that of another vehicle, and a rapid interchange of highrf seasoned 
compliments, wholly new to the unpractisea ear of Sydenham, 
would only be broken up by the fresh excitement of a horse having 
tumbled down^ ov a tub having roUed off a brewer's dray. NeTer- 
theless, the pavement was freely sprinkled with dashingly dressed 
ladies and children, whom the attractions of the Lowther Arcade, 
or the excitement of a " morning performance," had lured from the 
West End. Everybody seemed in a hurry; but^ late as it was in 
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ft* daj, Uien wm eridentlj a ■trong pseas ia die direction of 
London Bridge. 

De^te the cQiiAuioii, liowerer, Tom maintaiited a spirited fire 
•f obaerriiioiift, pointiDg oat, witli the facility of a showmaa, and 
liii own natiTe voiubiLty, erery object of interest, blending thingt 
togetlter of a ndher incongmooa cbarEuttec, and Meming to know 
ffrerr house they came to. 

After peintiiig out the " dark aioh" as tlie faTom^ neeting- 
j^ac« of the Bye Houbb conspirator*, aod inftmning Sydenham that 
WB Adelphi took iU name ttoai the play of Terence'i oi thwt name 
fasniig been performed fJiere on the fint night of its opening, Tom 

Ceeded to designate Eieter Hall Bfl a " mortal cock and hen shop," 
(ring out variooB sneers gainst peace societies, tea meetings, 
and mild classical conceits. 

" Alt, there's Bland, as imiBl," he exclaimed, directing a nod 
towards a first'floor window nest door to the Hall, "kit mhand, 
and goiD|i^ through one, two, three, and one, two, three, with aa 
much patience and industry be his pleBeant, good-tempered wife. 
Ah, I've had many a pleasant hop in those rooms !" L^e- - 

Sydenham's attention was next attracted by the ominous world- 
n words ' ' Coal Hole," which t^peared on a hunp at the comer 
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of a dingy court. The fame of the Coal Hole had penetrated evea 
to Elkington. 

" No end of a ]^lace for mutton chops, and classical, but not 
always correct, music,'* observed Mr. Sell; "but the place opposite 
is the place for me. It is so celebrated for its roast potatoes, that 
they have a large farm at Hoxton on puri)Ose to grow their own 
stock, and contract with all the neighbouring butchers to supply 
them with kidneys. You will meet the greatest characters in the land 
there. It i^ the favourite resort of the chancellor of the exche(j[uer, 
when fatigued with the duties of the day; and he keeps a private 
boat to convey him, of course in mufti, so as to be in time for the 
first song.** 

" Yes ; and it is here that the Eoyal Academy of Music appoint 
their president. The landlord is on the committee, and therefore 
allows them the use of the room gratuitously,** added the incor- 
rigible Tom. ** The other entrance to it is in Maiden-lane; so called 
from the Scottish guillotine of that name, which was formerly kept 
there, so as to be ready for the pubHc executions in Oovent-garden 
market.** 

Nothing more suggested itself to the inventive brain of Mr. 
Hawkins till they reached Somerset House, where the learned 
societies who meet there itonished him with a fresh volley of in- 
formation. 

" By the way, Sydenham, you should become an F.II.S. or F.S.A., 
or something of that sort. It looks uncommonly strong after one's 
name, and makes fathers of families think that vou are doing the 
steady. I shall stick up for the antiquarian myseli, as soon as I have 
taken my B.A. I*m told its a splendid ceremony, the introduction. 
A mummy case is laid on the table, and you walk three times round 
it, dressed in white, like the rest of the company, who also wear a 
wreath of flowers round their heads, then you take an oath never 
to evaporate with any of the property of the company, never to 
write your name or draw faces on the books or paint, and a variety 
of other things. The mummy case is then taken away, and you 
kneel at the feet of the president, who solemnly places a chaplet of 
flowers on your head, and says, with a loud voice, * Rise up, Fellow 
of the Antiquarian — and pay your fees.* ** 

This anticlimax was almost too much even for Mr. Sell ; but he 
kept his countenance, even when our hero meekly observed, that it 
must be a very beautiful ceremony. 

" Very,*' meaningly replied Tom, " but nothing like some I could 
tell you of. You should see the Ancient Druids at their atiT^^ift] 
nightly meeting on Salisbury Plain — Stonehenge, you know." 

" I nave heard that the Druids are supposed to nave built Stone- 
henge, but some say the Phoenicians 

"My dear fellow, the Phcenicians do everything. They are just 
like Julius Caesar and the devil. When I was last at Stonehenge, I 
saw a circular spot in the middle of the ring, blackened with iiie 
traces of a recent flre. The old fellow who prowls about with a 
wooden leg, and fishes for sixpences, said there had been a party of 
pleasure there, and that they nad brewed a bowl of punch. Tell it 
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to the horse marines, quoth I. I knew what had taken place the 
previous night." 

And so they walked on, beguiling the way with remarks on every- 
thing, and giving way to occasional small witticisms. Temple Bar 
of course came in for its share of abuse ; Tom declaring, that if the 
heads of the corporation wiere stuck upon it, it would give way under 
the weight; his Mend observing that that har had always been 
grating to his ear, and that if the lord mayor persisted in keeping 
public bars, there ought to be no restrictions as to keeping public 
houses. He then pointed out the " Cock" as a " first chop" house ;. 
remarking that although he did not, like the Chinese, eat with chop- 
sticks, he never stuck at a chop. 

" Except when you put your fork in it," suggested Sydenham. 

" Good ! Mr. Sydenham Greenfinch's &*st," observed Tom, 
patronisingly. " Ah ! we shall make something of him now." 

On readiing Farringdon-street, the two obelisks were pointed 
out as the identical ones discovered between the paws of the 
Sphinx by Mr. Albert Smith, with which gentleman's amusing 
sketches Sydenham was as yet unhappily unacquainted, while Mr. 
Sell pointed out the blank wall of what was once the Fleet prison, 
as the inclosure of Smithfield. 

Our two friends talked so rapidly, that Sydenham did not get 
much to say. In fact, he was so overpowered, partly by the dazzle 
of the shops, the bustle and trouble in getting along, and the won- 
derful revelations made every minute by his merciless guides, that 
he consoled himself by the fact that he should soon be " up" to 
London, and mentally resolved to write a long letter to his aunt, 
detailing all the historical and other wonders he had seen and heard. 
He also had a slight idea of compiling a diary of his adventures, 
expenditure, and so forth, for the use of posterity. 

As it was now next to impossible to get on, they chartered a cab, 
and having been slowly towed down Kmg William-street to Tower- 
street, were soon on board a Greenwich packet, Mr. Sydenham (dare 
we confess it ?) feeling slightly nervous on the water, and ever and 
anon casting a reverential and deprecatory glance at the black boiler, 
as it hurled forth volumes of blacks for the benefit of London clear- 
starchers. 

" Horsleydown" was etymologically defined by Mr. Sell to be 
the place where Dick Turpin's Black Bess " lay down" and died, 
when exhausted by the ride from York. Hence, by an easy transi- 
tion, he horrified Sydenham by informing him tnat Houndsditch 
was so called from the number of dead dogs thrown there, whence 
they were exported by the London brewers, for the purpose of 
" fining" their porter. Even St. Saviour's church did not escape ; 
Sydenham being gravely told it had formerly been called St. Mary 
Over-High, from its being just over the High-street, but that when 
the road was raised, it no longer over-eyed the High-street, and 
its name was changed in consequence. 

The names and forms of the difierent vessels formed a fertile sub- 
ject for the rival wits. East Indiamen being pointed out as private 
jachts, Leith packets as destined for the Baltic, and so on*, "^\Jcika^Jaa 
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-rarioiiH doclcB received Bocb names aa tbe feitUe inrenldoD of Mr. 
Sell trora time to time Bu?gested. 

Tarious altercatioce wilm Blofrly moving bailee, and dispatoB u 
to the propriety of Btanding on the paddle-boieB, relieved gnard 
with the jokes at Mr. Sydenham's expense. Our two knights dia- 
playod no small acquaintance with the slang of the river, combined 
with a, callouB indifference to the retorta with which their aallies 

Tom's habit of fraternizing was wonderful. With Hb cigar in 
Lis mouth, he chatted flnently with the mixed assemblage who con- 
gregate near the stem. Among others, a gentleman, of not parti- 
colarly cleanly appearance, ajid whoae language, lotto voce, occasion- 
ally revealed a tendency of more than doubtful character, wa« 
introduced to Sydenham as Herr Wliirrwinski. the celebrated 
acrobat, and owner of the wonderful performing dogs who were 
looking so miserable as they Bate tied together, and perhaps think* 
ing that being " kept to their weight" (such was the stipiJatioo in 
the Heir's programme), was all very well, if it could be done with.- 
cat Iteeping them ont of their allowance o£ borse-fleab. 
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^nie Eerr (who spobe English remarksblj irell) evidentlr hai ft 
ptonpt eye to Irasiness. Frodacing a number of ticketa mmt hia 
pocket, he solicited in cm off-hand free-and-evj sort of w&y, tJw 




patronage ofonrtliTee friends to ft f< 
jrardeos. ^a^ili tooic one, and tendeieA, \i 

not going to be contented u Asally . 
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"I'll tell yoa wlmt," he said, arrea ting the Heir by the button, 
"if you'll aend me a programme about the 7th, 111 try and make 
up a party for you ; here is my card." And Mr, Sell, with, much 
politeness, tendered a card bearing the name of a renerable Quaker 
of his acquaintance, adding, "Just piit me in mind of my meeting 
yon here, and I will do all I can." 

They reached Grreenwich, and having ordered dinner to be ready 
within an hour, they sauntered into the park. It wbh tolerablv 
thronged ; red-clieeked children were tumbling about the hill witn 
_ _ . Pi ^g ji^j^j. ^jjy childhood can indulge, while seirants wer« 



! down, according aa their dispositions inclined them. 
Indiscreet couples, who were just on the point of marrying each 
other's poverty, looked as merry as if they were about to go through 
the fiill proprieties of St. George's, Hanover- square, champame, 
and the Hotel du Nord. Occasional knota of blackguards gambled 
for halfpence ; gingerbread cakes, each with an almond cutlet in 
. the centre, were being sold aa rapidly aa ginger beer " torn the 
hengin;" and a rapid trade in ham sandwiches, fried soles, and 
Liliputian. saucers of pickled salmon, competed with the no less 
animated traffic in toys " all this lot a penny," exhibition medals. 
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and BorereignB sold as iHalVuigs, in order to decide eitr&ordinary uid 
apparently ineane wagers between " horaifere in the harray." 

After enjoyiog the view from the highest part of the hiU, and 
bandTing some chaff with the donkey-arivers, they descended, and 
deroted the remainder of the spare time to thehospitsJ, Sell facetiously 
pointing out one of tiie cupolas as the warehouse for wooden legs, 

to bo ready on all occasions for the use of her Majesty's pensio 

Tom was likewiHe very diligent ia explaining Barry's pictures 
Sydenham hod uufortanat«ly read a description of them in 
Pvmy Magazine, and thi« time the joke failed. 






"Whitebait, faultless sdmon cutlets, and mutton cutlets in sharp 
sauce, asparagus, ducks, and a few other delicate et cetera, bore 
witness to Mr. Hawkins' taste in the culinary department: and 
Mr. Sydenham began to expand rapidly under the influence of the 
light wines that played their part with the different courses. 
He began to venture puna, to express radical notions as to country 
life, and to draw invidious comparisons between knowledge as 
derived &om hooks and from men. Considering how much he had 
learnt dming the day, he had good reason for so doing. 

Describing a good dinner is slow work, especially as every one 
who has. the chance prefers tlie reality to the description; so we 
will not inflict such description upon our readers. Suffice it to say, 
that our three fi-iends' tongues kept full pace with their appetites, 
and that every vile pun that can be made upon not taking any one's 
" sauce," cuttmg cutlets and letting them alone, wondermg what s 
' hen salmon was like, if Mr. Farren was the cock-salmon, and speak- 
ing of young ladies in evening muslin dresses as vluL<uis\i«»K, ^oc 
bachelors, was not forgotten. As to Tom, \ie \m<^ 'a. &^vv^& X'o. 
punnioy on evejything. If butthteeletberBin. »■«<«&.■««% ^^"^ 
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found siinilar, they were sufficient to establisk either & pun or a 
conundrum. 

" I say, Sydenham/' he said, after a few minutes of profonnd 
meditation, " why is a young lady cutting notches in her doll like 
a character in Amswortn's ' Jack Sheppard P'" 

Sydenham looked helplessly bewildered. 

"JSecause she nicks her dolly/' 

" But younff ladies do not usually turn their dolls to such pur- 
poses/' replied our matter-of-fact reader of Mangnall. 

" ftobalbly not, or the answer would have been too obvious. Da 
you know what cradle would be the most uncomfortable for a babby 
tolieinP" 

Mr. Sydenham having been brought up much among females, 

Eromptly suggested " soratch-cradle," a solution which elicited satis- 
ictory applause. 

And so the conversation went on* Anecdotes and revelations, 
some of which, for particular reasons, we suppress, making up the 
intervals spent in mug at each other. Mr. Sell (whose variouB 
traits and accomplisbments will be more fiilly developed hereafter) 
at length took out Ms watch. 

" Case of shave, if we're not quick.** 

" No," observed Tom, ** if we don't hock it sharp, we shall be 
like naughty Naaejf Lake in ' E^ejected Addresses.' ' No Drury 
Lane' — i mean no tjveenam for us to^m^ni i no just agitate the indi- 
cator, and let* s see what's the damaffe. 

The bell wia rung, the waiter made his appearance with the bill 
(which Mr. Sell observed was what made waiters birds of ill omen) ; 
the bill was paid, and our three gentlemmi w^e speedily on board 
agaiuj smoking like chimneys, Mr. Sydenham excepted, who felt, we 
grieve to say, rathor overcome, and ignominiously sought the cabin 
and some cold brandy and water--dangerous stun as sold on board 
Thames packets. 



CHAPTEE in. 

KB. STDBKHAX GREENFINCH'S THEATBICAL IKFBESSIONS — AND 

HAWKINS* THEATRICAL RENCONTRE WITH A CERTAIN YOUNG LADT— OF 
THE BUFFER THAT MR. GREENFINCH EAT, AND ENJOTED — AKD OF THK 
DRXAH THAT MR. GREENFINCH HAD AFTER THAT SUFFER. 

A CUP of coffee had the same effect upon Mr. Greenfinch Ihat some 
soda-water and cognac had upon his more hardened friends — ^aU 
three felt refreshed, and in high spirits for the forthcoming enter- 
tainment. Tom Hawkins, who knew the London theatres rather 
better than the lecture-room of his own college, was eloquent in 
praise of Charles Mathews, Beverley, and the graceful Miss Oliver, 
to say nothing of Mr. Sell's extemporizing aa imitation of Mr. 
Sobson in the pathetic character of " ViUikins," an impersonation 
which he invariably inflicted upon every new acquaintance. 
' As both were too experienced to affect sta^e-boxes or stalls, our 
hero found himself comfortably established m the centre of the 
dress circle, with a dear perspective view of the exquisite soenery 
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and grouping whicli diBtangiiistM the Lyceum beTond any other 
tieatre inXondon. A light, tripping oomedietta, in wnich Mr, Cluulea 
Mathews was as livel; and dangerous, Mr. Frank MatUiewa as old- 
imcleish, and Miu Otirer aa natural and ladjbke at luiul, placed 
itself away in some three qnarters of an hour, aud then, after soma 
■light demonstratioiui Stora the giUerr, the medley overturs oosn- 
meitced, which wa« to oaher in the ^ories of the burlesque. "A. 
wonderfiil man is Plandi^," obaerred Tom (and for thia time speak- 
ing in earnest). " His depth of antiquarian knowledge is only 
equaUed by his humour as a, graceful adapter of the too highly 
seasoned wit of our French neighbours. The piece of this evening u 
not an adaptation from his eTer-faTonrite mine of research, th* 
Comtesse D'Anois' ' Fairy Tales,' but Irom a more classic theme. 
Tou would hardly believe that he was one of the best centributoM 
to the antiquarian department of the Patny C^lop^ia." 

Tom was getting into a more rational mooo, and perhaps a 
reward was in store for him; for, turning his eyes around the open 
circle of seats, they suddenly encountered those of a lovely girl 
just entering a bos, aoGom|ianied by an elderly lady caref^Iy 
shawled, and a plea«ant-lookiag old gentleman in a spotiess white 
tie and rubicnnd oounteuanoo. Some rapidly telegraphed signs 
passed between the two boxes, and in another minute Tom was in 
their box, shaking hands, and, it must be aaid, looking far man ■ 
exhilarated than during any of his wicked wit during the past day. 

" Caae of engaged whupered Sell to Greenflmi Fortunit* 
thing that Tom dressed for the evening after aU that smoking 
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** I liad no idea," observed Grreenfinch, " that Tom had any natioins 
of matrimony whatever. I always thought his tastes and habits 
those of a confirmed bachelor." 

" Tom is wonderfully quiet about a matter where he really has 
any strong feeling. Such men generally are. With all his taste 
for amusement, he reads harder than half the men I know» and to 
more purpose; but he is fond of society, and, unless he is absolately 
engaged m some important pursuit, he never can keep out of com* 
pany, whether good, bad, or indifferent — just look how his eyes 
sparkle." 

"I cannot say I am surprised at it," replied Sydenham. ** She 
is remarkably pretty, and seems of a most uvely disposition." 

" Just a match for Tom's ; onlv I think people should be a little 
more different. All lemon, you know, will never make punch, aod 
I think a quieter partner would perhaps have been better for Tom; 
but she is a girl of delicious disposition, and I am not surprised' at 
his affection for her. That old gentleman is her guardian, Major 
Compass, who has three favourite hobbies, his ward, the Lyceum 
thea^e, and a complete set of the Ordnance Navy maps. Aa long 
as you can talk about EUen Dudley (for such is her name) or Madame 
Yestris, he is pleasant enough ; but, once get him off either of these 
themes, and you will find yourself hanging on the equinoctial line» 
doubling Cape Yerde, or ascendlDg the Peter Botte mountain. It 
is of no use saying you have no taste for geography, for he at once 
enters into a lecture on its utility, with the view of showing that you 
ought to have. But the beU rings — " 

And the bell did ring, and Tom returned to his former seat with 
evident unwiilingDess, Sell looked unmerciMly sarcastic; so much 
so, that Tom forgot to point out Miss St. Greorge to Sydenham as 
Madame Yestris. 

As all ouir civilized readers have been at the Lyceum, it is of no 
use describing how perfectly everything went that evening. Were 
we penning a critique for the press, we might say a great deal 
about the transparent silver-green sea, which Beverley alone can 
paint to perfection — ^we might describe a moving panorama of 
Mediterranean scenery, amidst which a naiad-borne vessel escorted 
Ariadne from the shores where the faithless Kathleen Fitzwilliam — 
we mean Madame Yestris — ^had left her, and the glories of a Bac- 
chanal revel in which the panthers were stuffed to the life. But 
these things, and better than these, may be yet in store for the eyes of 
our enlightened public ; and we will leave mem to their own merits. 
Sydenham was enchanted. He asked more questions than Tom 
(whose eyes too frequently wandered to meet the dark pair that ever 
and anon flashed from the box he had quitted) felt always ready to 
answer. As to Sell, he contented himself with allusions to being 
" sjjooney," " off one's feed," " Paul and Virginiaish," and other 
similar side blows at Tom's apparent depression. 

Sooth to say, Tom was slightly ashamed of himself. He had 
lon^ loved Ellen, and had told her so, and received an answer 
which transformed him into a hard reading, non-roK;ing man, for 
at least a term after. But his bachelor life and acauaintances were 
dangerous rivals, even to Ellen, and when he quittea the old major's 
country house, after a delightful vacation deliciously spent, the 
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spirit of miscliief again took up his abode, and Tom was at the head 
01 every fast amusement and idle prank in coUeffe, His fine abilities 
were frittered away from the sheer want of demiite application, but 
his intrinsic goodness of heart could not suffer him to steel himself 
against a better. consciousness. The imezpected appearance of EUen 
in London, just as he had been compelled to absent himself from 
college for an act of idle folly, seemed to reproach him bitterly, as 
though he was doing so little towards making himself worthy the 
happmess that waA in store for him. He had, however, said nothing 
about the matter for the present, but had accepted an invitation to 
dinner on the following day, in which his two friends were politely 
included. 

The burlesque over, and the lasij blaze of varied coloured fire 
shed in brilliant rays over the gold-dight muslin dresses of the 
fairies (an exhibition always beautiful, yet never tawdry, at this 
theatre), Tom led his friends to the cloak-room, where he introduced 
them to the major and his lady, and last and best presented 
Sydenham to EUen as ''a native of the country, come to study 
London and see life." 

Sydenham certainly thought his friend a happy man, and but 
that he himself (as has been before hinted) had formed a probable 
companion of his fiiture joys and sorrows, he would have almost 
felt jealous. Ellen was desperately pretty and engaging. Her 
quick eyes looked right through you as she spoke, and her peach-like 
cneeks glowed with health tempered with delicacy. Her long, 
clustering hair made ringlets fit to be played with, and her snow- 
white teeth made you wish that she would laugh for' ever to display 
them. Yet, with all her Hveliness, there was a subdued grace of 
manner, that told of nature perfected by culture ; her coimtenance 
seemed capable, like her disposition, of every emotion, and— in a 
word — she was ** a witching little thing," as even the sarcastic SeU 
observed, as he walked home with Sydenham. 

The cool air, and the hearty squeeze of the hand which EUen 
had so heartUy returned, sent Tom home in a fresher condition, and 
he resumed aU his wonted liveliness, at the same time apologizing 
to Greenfinch for never having mentioned his engagement. " Fact 
is," he observed, "IVe a kind of horror of being baited about such 
matters, and if a man is reaUy thought ca,pable of doing anything 
serious or reasonable, aU his friends are upon him ; but ^fou can't 
quiz me, Svd, for we both row in the same boat." 

" Yes J but your sculls are confoundedly different," retorted SeU, 
adapting a bon mot of Douglas Jerrold's to the occasion. 

It had been arranged that they should sup at SeU's rooms after 
the play, as that gentleman had invited a select party of distin- 
guished, people to meet his constant companion, Hawluns, on his 
return. As they neared the outer door, the sound of a piano-forte, 
and of something very like a chorus, subsided into a imgling of 
glasses; conviviality liad evidently begun, and Mr. &reenmich 
began to wonder whether aU the days in London were spent in the 
same manner. 

The room was tolerably weU fiUed with furniture and company* 
It was fitted up in much the same manner «jBk "Haw^Kfii^ 0«^ ^^y>i&\ 
the addition of musical inBtrumenta enQiw.'^ Icrt %. ojvissNfc*^^*^*^ ^ftwci 
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wyQkxng of a tromboae, two eonct-flrpistoBiy wmd a fib 

Pratten's belt flutes. A dar ioaet, cbefly,wgregwtt0Mg|r,wwBdly 



Mr, SeQ, in hk HKccflifcii itRct-beggin^ idfcntoTM^ lad a inaM 



fmd taniboiiiiiiie (wio^ fcandal aaiix had move 
lyroag^t Memn, lUmkixm and Sell under ikm aotiee of Bo^ 
street antliorities), together with a ** FrenA piaaoforte*** Urad 
from Bates'toaLa^atekilUkd to die l»eiief that Mr.SdTspne^ 
tiees were at tmiea eafealated to iaipoee xxpon tiie crednlitj of 
duoitaUe people. A coii^e of sovp-ticketiy rather oftpatitinily 
paraded in the chimney-glewi and an order on the rdkring ofiecr 
of the distriet, eoooj^eted Greenfineh'i admiratkn at the imilakm 
abilities of his new mend. 

If these, howerer, were fictions, die siqyper was aoi,nor wete tiia 
eompanr. Ererj bodj was soniebo^, and ooold do soowthnig; 
Piles, the great writer on the ** Leader,'* was diatting philosophy, 
mnsie, and German meti^jsies with a promising Toong poet» who 
had jnst debated in ^ Honsdiold Wonn ;" Dash, the accom^khed 
Hj^ht comedian, was talking mot tihop with MinTcrs, tho noKniafc 
Tlie broad, good-natured face of Paul Bedford greeted the entraiioe 
of oar hero with great henrtiness, ss Sell introdoeed him; nor did 
that ffreai comedian address him as a bri^sywicksj, or cq^ress hia 
eonfidenoe in his boyhood. 

Altogether, it wss a pleasing metoMge. Sell was first-nte at 
knowing ererybodj, and raringing ereryllodj together, from goarda* 
men in Piccadilly to blanchisseuses in the Qaartier Latin. Lika 
Tom, his abilities were yaried and desultory, bat by no means kft 
to ran to seed. Oar hero saw with admiration, how perfectly the 
follies of his two friends were laid aside, when there was real^ 
matter for soand sense and taste. 

Bat as the evening advanced, conviviality began to gain the apper 
hand; health sacceeded health, toast socceeded toast, and JAn 
Sydenham began to feel rather " overdone." However, there was 
a tolerable roond of noisy singing, the intervals being filled np with 
a bosy, never ceasing fire of conversation ; bat he felt sablimely 
happT, forgot all alKmt the letter to his aont, won^^ered how he 
coola ever nave lived at Elkington, and finally dropped fast asleep 
in his American chair. 

This caused some little merriment, bat as the company gradoally 
dispersed, and the room grew cooler, Mr. Greennnch recovered 
himself, and was enabled to say " good bye" to the last leavers. 
He then returned to Hawkins's rooms, where a bed awaited him, 
and was speedily between the sheets, after a desperate pull at the 
water oarafo. 

Mr. Greenfinch was slightly given to dreaming, and to-night his 
was a dream indeed ! From a state of dull oblivion, his wandering 
mind gradually began to form curious tableaux of the day's pro* 
oeedings. Ho dreamt that he was ascendmg an immense number 
of stairs, when the words '* Coal Hole," suddenly met his eye, and 
that a young ladv in evening dress asked him whether he liked 
roast potatoes. licforo he had time to answer the question, a hu^e 
engine boiler threatened to faU upon him ; he stretched forth ms 
smd teemed to grasp some gigantic vubsUnfiA AoeXrvf^^n. Vw^ 
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flngtm, atKrted, woke, and found he had been Ijbif; m hit btiek. 
He tnnied hMvilj orer, and was once mora oncoDMunu. 




But not vaaoaauaoa Jong. A bri^t Ua» mj y^crv einb 
iMgao to vkr befi:«e his erei, amnetiiaoa coming nearer, sometimM 
rewdiag mm ttw gxze, like a will-o'-the-wiap. Then I7 defp-eea i» 
expanded, and Btnoffe foTms of pUIari and archea and dnperiea 
■eemed to derdope tSenuelvu, and the nsion of a large thealn 
gTadnallf nn&lded itself to his sleeping ejes ; fair forms of fairy 
craatares seemed ,to step forward inTitinj^lj, pink satin shep* 
Jkevdessea blondl; allnnd the ale^r, till at length one sylph 
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iteppcd nearer and ueuvr to Mr. Grpenfinch, imtit he f^ her 
pirouette npon his nose. He Toke jost in time to see a larce moth 
expiate the offence by diring into the cuidle, which he had left 
al^t. 




Again he slept, and this time he dreamt that Elldngton, London, 
and Sydenham were all rolled into one. He felt indeBcribable 
jealonay at seeing Faol Bedford iralkine with his intended down 
the Strand; but hia attention was suddenly called forth by the 
apparition of Sesostris, who appeared to be grilling a deril in com- 
pany wilh Tom Hawluns and one of the comic writers he had met 
durmg the erening. A train from the Great Western then thnn- 
dered in his ears, and he would again have woke, but that he nid- 
denly felt himself transferred back to his annt's room, listening toi 
a lectnre on diBsipation. This, howeTer, was dissipated aa quickly 
by Mr. Eosa (as represented in portrait) offering fkim long (Mlds on 
a race between two fleaa, and by his being beset by a ginger-beec 
cart, and nearly knocked down by an orer-tmven donkey. 

AJtoeether our sleeper's ideas partook of a Tariegated indistinct- 
ness, iniich would have fumiebed a good subject of analysis for 
Mrs. Catherine Crowe. At length, however, his sleep became more 
and mote heavy; tired If ature, assisted by the efiecta of the Tarioua 
mixturea imbibed during the day, gave in at last, and Mr. Green- 
finch's ima^nation rested in peace. 

A clear momins sun, breaking forth from the dirtiest end of the 
city, lit up eTcn the dirty Thames with something like cheerfulness, 
and darted through the small window of Mr. Greenfinch's room, 
with an energetic determination of purpose he eould not long 
resist. Accustomed to early rising, his debauch of the prerious- 
evening had only induced a headache, and the morning looked 
as if it could cure that. He arose, opened his window, and soused 
his head profiisely n-ith fresh, cold water, and, having half dressed,, 
proceeded to Tom's room. 

Tom wa« awake, but still in bed, reading " Singleton Fontenoy," 
and drinking Byron's favourite beverage. Buttons appeared at » 
signal from the bell-piill at the aide of the little iron bedstead, and 
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prepared a like beverage for Mr. Sydenliam, of which that gentle- 
man partook with evident satisfaction. 

" A capital tale," said Tom, indicating the book ; " ftdl of charac- 
teristic SKetches, stirring episodes, and scholar-like thoughts^ very 
different from the wholesale twaddle of the Bond-street school of 
novels, though not quite so profound aa * Kingsley.* " 
" You seem to do everything, and read everything." 
" Well ! a man who is independent ought to vary his employments 
as much as possible. When a man has the means of being idle, 
depend upon it that there is no more dangerous incentive to taking 
advantage of the privilege than confining oneself to a single pursxdt. 
Thus, you find one man takes to gardening and cares for nothing else. 
What are his resources when the gardemng season is over, or when 
he has laid himself up with ague by his zeal for next year's crop of 

I)otatoes ? No, variety is the thing. Man's life is snort, but it is 
ong enough for a good many things, nevertheless." 

" Philosophical this morning," observed the well-known voice of 
Sell, as he entered the room, tastefully attired in a rich dressing-gown, 
a iez cap, and a large meerschaum, wluch e^dialed odours of the most 
delicate Turkish. " No great news this morning," he added, throw- 
ing the IS^mes on the bed. ** Jump up, and I'U make the coffee 
meanwhile." 

Pending his toilet, Mr. Hawkins indulged in various Jokes, 
remarking, in reference to the pomade, that if the Russians got 
much further, Greece would soon oe Bear's Greece ; upon which Mr. 
Sell retorted, that the fact of their having beaten the Poles was 
sufficient to place the whole world at stake. This of course pro- 
duced a mild reference to the condition of their chops, as regarded 
appetite ; Mr. Sydeidiam still more mildly observing, that he had 
heard of playing a good knife and fork, but he preferred a knife 
and fork in earnest. 

Then Mr. Sell suggested that the best way to cure a dry toast 
was to make it into toast and water, and made some allusion to 
Ham having got into the Ark to save his bacon. This being unani- 
mously condemned, he remarked that " Summerset" House would 
make a capital tumbling booth, if it was only covered in with tar- 
paulin! 

** Enough's as good as a feast of this sort of thing, so we will not 
inflict haff these really ^wwishable offences upon Sydenham," ob- 
served Tom, after Sen had finished some vile conundrum about 
elephants being like a wood-cart, because they carried trunks ; 
" besides, we must be up and doing. The Crystal Palace opens to- 
morrow, and though we are not going on the first day, we must 
make the most of our time. By Sie way, Mrs. M*Scullery says 
there were twenty-seven people here, yesterday, in quest of lodg- 
ings. It's a blessmg for her that we keep a poirter." 

" What's to be the order of the day, then P ' asked Sell. 

** Oh, 1 think we'll take some of the west end to-day ; we shall 
have plenty of time, as the major does not dine till six ; and I can 
get a trap, and drive over to Highgate in less than an hour." 

And so it waa decided that Mr. Greenfinch's experiences should 
be enlarged by a pilgrimage through the west end oi^i^rsA^^* 
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BOW KB. GBKKSmrCH SAW THS WX8T TSST), AKD 8ATX FOft HIS POKTBAIV — 
WHAT HK THOUGHT OF THS WSST JtSTD, ASD WHAT THB WIBX HHB 
TBOfTGHT or HIM. 

Kb. Sydsh ham felt more baoTsnt, and less bewildered than <m ihi& 
prefioos di^. There is sometmng refreshing and inspiriting abont 
the large area of Trafalgar-square, with its broad tribntarj streets, 
especimly the noble range of club-houses along Pall-mall, which is 
an agreeable and strildng contrast to the stranger who has emerged 
from the gloomy dismalness of the crowded mye from Mfle End- 
road up to the end of Fleet-street. Those who remember being set 
down at the Swan with two Necks, ia Lad-lane, or the Saracen's 
Head (of Squeerian immortality), after a journey from the Norths 
will recollect tiie change in their impressions of London, as therf 
gradually neared the west end. Such were Mr. Sydenham Qreeaat-^ 
nnch's feelings, as they walked down towards Whitehall and 
Powninff-street, en route for the Green Park. But the rmagiml^ 
tions of his two ccxmpanions were at work a^ain. 

** You see that senlary-box," obseryed Sell, pointing to one as thej* 

fused Scotland-yard ; " that is the identical one whieh George tiM 
ourth oyertnmed, watchman and all, when he was out ifT& 
Sheridan and Tom Moore. It was a fayourite amusement in tliOB«» 
days : it must haye been just like the way they catdh turtley bf 
turning them upside down. 

At uiat moment a gun happened to fire, and the sentinels at 
the Admiralty changed guard at the same time— '^ Birth of a prince 
or princess/' exclaimed Tom ; " they always giye the signal in thai 
way. It's a seU, for her majesty will not be iSble to open the polacs 
m petvon." 

^ Mr. Sydenham, profoundly as he swallowed this extemporaneodfl 
piece of intdligence, was undeceiyed b^ore the eyening, in con* 
secruence of communicating the information to the major. 

Ua^^ explained to Sydenham the fact that Trafalgar-squSM 
was origmally laid out to represent a dinner seryice, but that thaM 
was at present only one coyer, two pepper-boxes, two dumb waiters, 
and a what-d'ye-call-it in the centre, Tom proceeded to enliehteil 
him as to the Houses of Pariiamenty and to poiut out dif^ettt 
indiyiduaJs they met as distinguished members of the cabinet, axid» 
indicating some torn-down woodwork Qust remoyed from the baUd- 
ings pulled down to make way for tne frontage facing Downing 
Street), as part of the original scafi<dding on which Charles the 
First was beneaded, and which, he stated, was about to be remoyecl 
to the Tower, and would be exhibited to the public, together with 
the axe, and the handkerchief with which the executioner wiped his 
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nOBe ftfter the operation. Crossing over tlte way, tie pointed out 
the two guards on horseback H tbe two champions of England, 
observing that they only caxried the itatte trumpets on royal OCC&- 
siona, for fear'of the dost gettiiuj m and spoiling them. 

St. Junes' Park was as deliguftal u usual ; the children looking 
BB happy as the water-fowls tlut were ploncing and diving and 
splashmg about the pretty pieoe of water. The usual amount of 
flirtation was going on between nursery maids and the mihtary 
force of this great country, and tfnrj now and then the rattle oi 
the kettle drums, or the shrill sltottt ot a sergeant, engaged in drill- 
ing, reminded one that En|{Uad JoM not forget her national 
defences even in the metropolii «f &0 ivtl of peace. 

Having Bseertained that 3b. flrnriliili had never read Baron 
Miinchausen's wonderful airentarM, Bell pointed out the great 
mortar as the identical one o«t of whiiE^ that celebrated here was shot 
unhurt for a distance of five leagBM. After a few ^ocryphal stories 
about Carlton Gu-dens, they stroUed tkrough Spring Gardens, and 
strolled along Pall Mall, chhstening Ike club-kousea according to 
fancy, and telling anecdotes about pifr«uc« ta Bidunond in com- 
pany with young ladies of the b«llet. 

"By the way, cannot we take Sydeakam fbv % turn behind tho 
scenes to-night, when we return from dinner. We shall be in good 
timeP" 

"By aU means," replied Sell; "Nozzle isn't partial to that sort 
ofthing, but he'll do it for me, because I always get Uinvers to 
crack up whatever he brings out; besides, he has once ortwioo 
done a little io the bill discounting way, and, strange as it may 
appear, he got his money." 

Sydenham felt delighted. Mild young men, who have seen tittls 
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t/l rtal life, ahnf* hne > Tident haokniiig after going bdind Ihe 
•cenea. Widi dem Euiiea are (abics, not ueatuw who MA hamk» 
the beer «t one o'dock, mme aqnaOiiw babiea idiile mothv « a«t 
Impng a acrag ol matton ; mebon are heroM, knen lor-era, ^rnidB 
are tjranto, asd la ml Soch did Ur. Gnenfinidi belierA duan ; 
wliat he rooiid them will be ae«ii hen^ler. 

Alcog Kccadilly, not omitting to order a lai^ parcel at Fortmiai 
and Maaon'i, and onr party reached Hyde Pu4c CiHner. 1^ 
ttatae of the Dake of cootk came in for its Bhare of aboae^ StU 
declaring; that it would not hare been anffered to remain there, Imt 
that it waa naed to frichten the roval children, who ahraja left tiff 
CTYJiM when tlu7 were held up to the window to aee it. 

W!w with ativdling into ^fiierent shopa, looneing abcMit one 
afaeet, and trnming down another, to look at lome object of 
the time paaaed qniek^ on ; and the three gentlemen fonnd tl 
■elrea in B««ent-atreet, at the commencement of the baar time of 
daj. Ther had nut partaken of a alight lunch and a Dottle of 
Cbablis atVerrey a, when, comine to the comer of Argyle-Btreet, a 
todden thongbt poaacagcd Mr. Greenfiuidt — vis., that bis portisit 
bad nerer b^n tdun, with the excepticm of a gaunt repreaentatian 
ia the following vtyle, which bis «ut trearared with great foodneas. 




Mr. MsTftll'i oxqaiBito specimens attracted his eye, and he commn- 
nicatod hia vish to hie friends. 

" Cumot do better," replied Tom; "beBides, the gallery of por- 
trait* ia interestiuK in itself; snd Mayall's laboratory vp-Btain is 
like a necromancer s studio." 
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They rang accordingly, and ascended a fliglit of stairs leading into 
a small but elegant room. A revolving table of several stories 
exhibiting a series of interesting faces to view, enabled the beholder 
to adjust them to a suitable light. The honoured head of Charles 
Knight, the great instructor of the people, the quaint one of Mr. 
Woodin, their favourite entertainer, were near each other, and a 

goodly assemblage of the first men of the day enabled Mr. Syden* 
am to satisfy his curiosity until the artist was disengaged. 

But even during this brief interval, Mr. Syden^un's credulity 
was again put to the test. Mysterious remarks as to the poisonous 
nature of me acids employed, and the danger of moving one's head 
during the operation, tor fear of finding one's countenance reversed, 
or one's right eye on a level with one's mouth — ^hints on the dan- 
gerous character of muriates, prussiates, and precipitates, proved 
that if our two gentlemen were not bent upon adhering strictly to 
the truth, they had, at all events, mastered enough scientific slang 
to be useful upon occasion. 

Accordind.y, when Mr. Greenfinch entered the magical room, he 
felt rather mmdent and nervous, for, although the enchanter seemed 
good-natured and lively enough, the room was filled with mysterious 
curtains, coloured disks, some of them with sets of suspicious-look- 
ing teetih turned inwards, bottles, and other legitimate appurte- 
nances necessary to the doing of strange things. The place looked, 
however, less like a cucuim)er frame than the usual abodes of 
daguerreotypists, and the arm-chair offered to Mr. Greenfinch was 
comfortable enough to have been voted a " capital one to draw 
teeth in," even by Doctor OUapod. 

Fortunately, Mr. Greenfincn preserved his countenance for the 
brief but requisite period, and " nothing could be more satisfactory." 
So said Mr. Greenfinch, as he took his leave, and so said his friends 
below, and another friend — of whom, hereafter. 

As they sauntered up Portland Place, the Colosseum was proposed 
as the next place of resort, our two friends wickedly determinmg to 
lose sight of Greenfinch, but to wait for him each at the respective 
entrances. Accordingly they went in, Sell facetiously observing 
that in this place the staircase took you up its own stairs. 

They got into the teagle (as they call it in the factories), which 
began to ascend at once. Mr. Sydenham, unwisely keeping his eye 
at one spot, saw that they were gradually ascenmng, turned nerv- 
ously giddy, and ingloriously stunu)led and fell. 

" Never do, sir," observed Tom. " Why, how will you do in the 
diving-bell at the Polytechnic? I should hold on hard, or you will 
be into the water with the bell above you." 

Mr. Greenfinch stared in silent horror at the idea of his going 
down in a diving-bell, and was nearly thrown off* his legs by tho 
machine coming abruptly to a stand-still. 

' Everyone knows the view of " London by Moonlight," as seen from 
the balcony, so we will only say that Mr. Greenfinch shared the 
popular enjoyment of that really splendid panorama, and descended 
with great satisfaction. * 

The statuary room, though rather common-place in its contents, 
was new to Greenfinch^ although even he voteoL the I!i^n>&v^^^s^\>s<q2s. 
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as Mr. Sell obserred, that they " should just haye time to do the 
earthquake/' they took a rapid glance at the cockneyfied ruins and 
watenall, and proceeded to the Albany-street portion of the build- 

ing; 

13y dint of his ficiends waiting behind, Mr. Sydenham found him- 
self in the gallery-stalls (for wiach he had not paid) ; and just as he 
beheld his two friends enter, and advance towards the centre of tho 
proscenium, the whole place was plunged into profound darknMS» 
and the band and the or^an groaned forth some terrific noises, 
rendered still more imeartmy by an accompaniment such as might 
be produced by fiends playing with fire-irons, or a concert of gongs 
in Pandemonium. At the same time the whole of the stage appeared 
to be heaving up and down, and the ships and buildings to be walk- 
ing backwards and forwards, while the whole distance presented 
nought but dimmed, smoky red fire, smouldering amongst supposed 
ruins. Every now and then a boom, as of cannon, indicated the 
blowing up of a magazine, or some like catastrophe j and, altogether, 
Mr. Sydenham Greenfinch's nerves were higldy affected and ex- 
cited. 

When the blank curtain fell and the gas shot up, his friends were 
invisible! 

Mr. Greenfinch was terrified. A real earthquake would have 
been nothing to the idea of being left, alone and unprotected, in 
London. A thousand times, as he descended the stairs, did he wish 
himself at Elkington again. As a matter of course he went the 
wron^ way, and, after wandering about among the girls at the 
re&eSmient stalls, getting sent back from the statuain^-room, aa 
having already given up ma pass, having his handkerchief stolen by 
a cockatoo, and other misfortunes of a like nature, he was directed 
in despair to Albany-street entrance, where he found both awaiting 
him. 

They had not much time to lose, and so Mr. Sydenham was spared 
a good deal of tormenting, as they hastily cabbed back to the Adelphi. 
A hasty but neat evening toilet was completed, and they set off, 
Tom tooling the trap through London intricacies with a neatness 
and dispatch known only to tne initiated of Oxonia. 

Across Covent-garden into Bloomsbury-street, George-street, and 
into the Hampstead-road, with its multifarious stalls for the sale of 
everything, from cabbages and red-herrings to full-blown sweet- 
williams and crockeryware. Whisk on through Camden-town, the 
favourite abode of sentimental couples who marry on a sofa-bed- 
stead and fifteen shillings a-week, poets in difficulties, and cheap 
bootsellers. Then past the gothic milkhouse, through a dirty slum 
facing a chemist's shop, and tnen straight-a-head up the " rise," till 
the horse, tolerably white, but not spent, stops short at a lovely villa 
raised above the road, and surroimaed by a garden picked out with 
thick turf and rich parterres, and guarded by tall standard rosea 
and golden laburnums. 

Bright little EUen ran out to meet Tom, looking so radiant in her 

straw hat and pink ftbbon, that Sydenham mentally determined to 

pay a visit to Cranboum-street (he had already been beset in that 

JocAlitjr, having a paternal appearance highly '|g)royoQ«.tv7Q\AToaIlmet« 
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and bonnet-makers), and invest in a similar one, as a present to tlie 
object of bis aSeclions. And sucb a warm and beady* and yet sa 
graceful and nnboydenisb a greeting, and so pleasant a welcoming 
of bis two friends — ^all were (feligbted, and tbey gladly strolled into 
tbe rosy garden bebind tbe bouse, wbicb oyerbung a glorious expanse 
of fieldBj bounded by tbo distant bills and Hie new cburcb at BTamp- 
stead. 

Eor obvious reasons, Sydenbam was consigned cbiefly to tbe care 
of Sell, wbo knew tbe wbole nei^bbourbood around, and wbose pro- 
ficiency in donkey-riding, gettmg up pic-nics, fancy dinners at 
** Jack Straw's Castle," and skittle-matcbes at tbe *' lioad of Hay," 
was surprisingly exemplified during tbe summer montbs. He 
pointed out tbe reservoir engine-bouse, near tbe " Wbite Hart,** as 
modelled after tbe Temple of tbe Four Winds, " only witb a 
pomatum-pot at tbe top; * be gave tbe full details of a race for a 
pound of tea at tbe same tavern, in wbicb be lost by backing tbe 
laundress wbo bad wasbed for bim during a temporary stay against 
seven otber old women, as also of tbe glories of sack-jumping, tbe 

freasy-pole, burdle-racing, &c., winding up witb an entnusiastie 
etermination tbat Green fin cb sbould pay a visit to Cbalk-farm 
Fair. 

Tom and EUen talked mucb more quietly, but tbey bad mucb 
more to say. Tom did feel asbamed of bimself, and yet sbe 
scolded so prettily, tbat tbere was almost a satisfkction in being 
scolded under sucb agreeable circumstances. For, bo it remem- 
bered, your really fast gentleman bas as mucb contempt for tbe 
scbooling of women wbose ideas never rise above tbe kitcben and 
tbe selection of a tawdry silk dress and outrageous bonnet, as be 
has* respect for tbe gentle admonitions of those wbo bave seen 
botb sides of society, and wbo know tbat mere steadiness often 
results from stupidity or indifference, wbile tbe possession of 
superior power will easily lead tbe possessor to bend gracefully to 
tbe weaker sex, not yield bis own self-respect for tbe sake of *' a 
quiet life.** 

Neitber of our two lovers were vulgar enougb to dream of a life 
not quiet, in wbicb eacb was bent upon living for tbe bappiness of 
tbe otber. Tom forgot bis bull-terrier, rat-catcbing acquaintance, 
and, finally, bis two male companions ; wbile Httle EUen, most par- 
donably, forgot all about dinner. So tbat, wben a plusb-servant 
(tbe major very properly bated dinner-bells in small bouses) came 
out to say that tbe soup was on table, Tom's face momentarily 
assumed a beetroot complexion, wbile Ellen (to whom sucb adven- 
tures were not new since her engagement) laug[bed heartily, and 
stepped through the dining-room French window in an ofi'-hand way 
that totally destroyed an elaborate witticism which the major had 
been concocting. 

Tom's assurance speedily returned, although his friend Sell pulled 
strange faces (when no one was looking), and once came upon a very 
sarcastic allusion to a portion of the matrimonial service. As to 
Sydenham, the major's lady had made him her peculiar and private 
property during dinner. And he didn't feel sorry. Though the 
hair tbat was parted beneath her quiet but elegant cap bad ixkot^ 
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of silver in its lines than those who best loved her could wish, ther6 
were still many traces of the charms that had rendered fonneily 
Ensign, now Major, Compass, perfectly determined to shoot hinmelf 
or somebody else, thirty years ago, and which had been his eomfart 
during many of Othello's woes by land and sea ; there was thst 
intellectoal but unobtrusive knowledge of foreign things and society 
so delightful to the mind of the young man, when heard from one 
who seems to talk, not teach; and there was that graceful refine- 
ment upon the rougher hospitality of the old major, which makes an 
English dinner tabk the beau ideal of refined sociality. 

dniere was no ostentation, however. One footman and a maid- 
servant seemed fully equal to the labour of serving, and the dinner 
was quite adequate to the appetites or inclinations of those present. 
But anything more finished and perfect in its way could not have 
been obtained in a house of thirty tmies the dimensions, nor with the 
nuisance of a servant behind each chair. 

Dessert over, and the ladies retired. Ellen, by the way, bewitch- 
ingly leaning over Tom's chair, and saying something about " not 
remaining long," a hint sometimes necessary, as our worthy major 
was sometimes given to prolixity. 

" Try this claret. Greenfinch," he began; " you never sipped any- 
thing cooler. It is a strange thing, the influence of climate upon 
wine. I have drunk claret, sir, at, I might say, all the four points 
of the compass." 

"And that is the reason you preserve your balance so well," 
replied Tom, dreading the commencement of a geographical discus- 
sion. 

The major laughed approvingly, but was not to be done out of his 
favourite theme. 

" I once, during a brief rest from service, (just before the attack 
made upon Singabbaraboohah,) had an interview with M^hmed 
Mufti, the great Syrian merchant. I was not used to Turkish 
society, nor did I number the Turkish language among my accom- 
plishments; but his interpreter — a nice, handsome, manly fellow, 
since hung for stealing the Begum of Dumdum's pet ostrich — ^made 
us tolerably familiar.' 

" I recollect," observed Sell, who had heard the story before, and 
before that ! 

"Poh! Iwislrto give Greenfinch some idea of foreign matters. 
By the way, are you fond of geography ? I have just ordered a 
splendid set of maps of the seat of war; K)r, out of all the eleven I 
have got, I don't nnd two that agree with each other, and I cannot 
be satisfied except with the most recent survey; but, to return te 
the subject^— M6hmed Mufti's religion prevented his drinking wine. 
It was not for me to interfere with a man's conscientious scruples, 
so I went on sipping my claret and smoking my nargile, till I felt so 
sociable, that I wished both my companions were Englishmen instead 
of Turks, and began to cast about how I might make them so. A 
bright idea suddenly occurred to me. I recollected that some- 
body has said that claret is no wine at all, but a refined species of 
Tinegar. I communicated the fact to the interpreter, and the inter- 
kMsr communic&ted it to M6hmed. * AILak \>e ^Tsi^ed.,' \i« ^x- . 
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claimed,' Ufling nplus luuida — ' There la no Ood, but one God ! sxsy 
tlie ten tliouBana horns of the Enghshmui be exalted!' Mghnted 
was tf emendouBlT inclined to grow &t, and had been ordered to dnnk 
Tinegar to keep down his obeaitj. Strange to Bay, hia interpreter 
(though as thin ta a red-herring after it has been eaten for break- 
fast) also liked the viueeaF extremely well; and pint-bottle after 
Eint-bottle disappeared, MSbmed began to get livelj and biilliant; 
e let out one or two secrets about the last downing in sacks, and 
related one or two anecdotes of his prirate hfe, which I do not think 
he would have coromitnicated to tne ear of Mrs. MShmed. His 
interpreter seemed to be hia confidential enuHsaiy, — poor fellow! he 
was since hanged for stealing the — ah ! I lold you, — and was not the 
least restraint. By-tmd-bye, he began to express heretical nations 
as to the Mohammedan religion, to question the pohcy of the Snb- 
lime Forte, and finally made up hia mind to come and spend six 
months in London. This, I dare say, he wAold have done, but his 
interpreter, poor fellow, being hmig for — ah, yes, I recollect, I told 

Sydenham expressed himself much pleased with this narratire, 
although the major bad omitted the best portion of the stoiy — riz.. 




that M£hmed and his interpreter got insanely drunk, threw Fea 
cans at each other, and were only pacified by weeping on each 
other's necks, and then falling dead asleep, leaving the ma^or ta 
enjoy a volume of " Tom Jones" in undiatuibed tim(^Si*ri - 

Story succeeded ptory, till Tom. 'began to feigirt. BO lAiVvs^vfi^^J^'^''^ 
the iofljoraaid; "Tom's dying to get wbb.^-, iiiewi Vs^e-w^^^^^**^^ 
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tiiiiik of notliiiig else — not eren their wine. ^M8 tke jn^ yoa 
dnnunj you, and don't moon after Ellen's pink sash." 

For, sore enoagb, Ellen was at the window, beckoning to Tom 
^erj slily , bnt not slOy enonc^h to escape the qnii^ twinkhng eye of 
her old goardian. " Come alon^. Greenfinch, ' he said, " well take 
a stroll, and smoke a cigar;" and he prodneed a box of what SeD 
pfonooneed to be " yeritable ancients. ' 

Ellen was so yery indulgent to her lorer, that she eren liked kim 
to enjoy his ci^;ar as he wtdked along with her, and she bfOii|dit tlie 
wax mi^hes with a promptitude that made the major inflict aiiMar^ 
kiss npon her cheel^ and observe that he '' didn't know wkai exist- 
enee woold be when she once left them." 

''That will be a very long time, Tom, wont itP" asked EOen, 
looking desperately mischieyoos. 

"Pon't be satirical, pass," he replied, ''or IH get miiiosted 
eyeiy t^m, and so keep single." 

"fiat snppose I ran away with somebody else,*' said ''pun,*' 
looking remarkably unsnggestive of such a proceeding. 

Tom looked caatioosly round a rose bank, and stcuo a kiai with, 
tremendoas satisfaction, and yery faint resistance. 

'* I love you too well," said Ellen; " I shall spoil yon;" and she 
looked at Tom's handsome face with the same tenderness that she 
had gazed upon him when he was a burly, tiresome boy of thirteen, 
and was always in trouble. 

"After all," said Tom, as he pressed Ellen's little hand more 
warmly, and drew his arm around her waist, " why should we not 
be married at once P I don't care a straw about a degree. I haye 
taken one first class, and that's enough to prore that it is not a case 
of failure." 

"Catch me marrying an unlettered husband," retorted Ellen; 
" no, my good boy, you shall have B.A. after your name, before I 
write ' Hawkins' after mine. I am not going to encourage idleness. 
Besides, you would always be hankering after your degree, as 
naurfity children always wish for what they have not." 

"But I could get that, dearest; we coiild live at Oxford for a 
short time, and Icould keep my name on the books of some hall." 

"A pretty story, to be sure- Did you ever know old Mr. 
HoUsP*^ 

No; whatofhimP" 

He was one of your *late degree' men. He went to Oxford, 
and went in for his examination so often, that it is said that the 
clerk of the schools always put down his name as a matter of course. 
I was at his house one day, talking to his pretty second wife, when 
in bounded her youngest girl, clapping her hands, and shouting out 
— * Such fun, mamma ; pa's plucked again ! ' Whereupon, the 
second youngest promptly observed — * How jolly !' " 

Pendmg these small love passages, the major. Sell, and Green- 
finch were seated in a gothic arbour, smolsng, chatting, and telling 
anecdotes, many of them wholly new to the Eitter gentleman. For 
be it known that Mr. Greenfinch's credulity was quickly perceived 
^ by the major, and that he was by no means less inciined for fun 
■ 4ian Mr. SeU. 
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The " aliadea of erenii^" drew orer, and it wm eYidently time to 
beat a retreat. Tom didn't tell Ellen about his intended visit be- 
hind tlte Bcenee, bnt he arranged the whole preliminaricB for their 
first Tisit to the Crystal Fala«e, at the same time expressing a mia- 
chieroQS wish that among the cnriositdea there migttbe a marrjing 
machine, so that they might wall out man and wue. 

A cheerful and hearty leave-taidng bom Hhe major, a mateTnal 
one from his lady, and a parting wave of Ellen's handkerchief, and 
our three gentlemen were quicHy rattling London-ward, Sell taking 
the ribbons in his turn, and discussing the merits of horses with 
a volubility tliat made Mr. Gxeenfini^ open his eyea very wide 
indeed. And he was justified in ao talking, seeing t^t he had more 
than once driven an omnibus Irom Brixton to the Angel, and that 
he had met his mother and sisters while engaged in driving & 
brewer's dray along the Hounslowroad. 
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With nnerriiig dexterity, Mr. Sell pulled up ehoTt at the etage- 
«ntran|^ door. Tom's battonB was ready to meet tliem, in order to 
take the trap home, and, pajEing a placed to the effect that, " So 
Btrongers, on any pretext whatever, were to be admitted behind the 
scenes," aa also a ghostly -looking old man, to whom Sell nodded 
confidentially, they found themselres on the stage. 

The drop was just down, and preparatioia were being made for the 
concluding act of the burlesque. Carpenters were running to and 
ho, and Mr. Sydenham Greenfinch, not being used to the boards, 
had sereral awkward accidents. First, he was nearly knocked 
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down by a portion of the eky, whicb one of the carpenters let fall 
from the ladder while he was nailing it up; then, tlie shoidder of 
hia coat was seized by the hook of a " trareller," and Hostained a 
Bevere rent in consequence ; then, he got bo near tlie gas at the 
wings, that he was only warned of the oanger by the erisp smeU of 
his own hair in a state of ignition ; then, he was ordered off the 
et(^e by the stage-manager (who looked dreadfully fierce in his 
cham armour and pIumeB), but was rescued by the re-appearance of 
Sell, who had been flirting dreadfully with a young lady in rery 
shght costume. 

Mr. Greenfinch had never seen a real ballet-girl; once, indeed, he 
had patronised a benefit at Heading, but the dancing had borne a 
considerable resemblance to the aaltatoiy performances outside 
Sichardson's Show, or a booth at Clialk-4rm Fair. Accordingly, 
when Mr. Sell triumphantly introduced " Misa Lydia L'EnviSe" 
(he did not add alitu Miss Elizabeth Chinks, of No. 13, Great 
Wild-street) to the notice of our hero, that gentleman blushed, tried 
to destroy his gloves, and felt as profoundly happy and miserable 
at the same time as is usual and proper with Buch yoong gentlemen 
onjuch occasions. 

One fairy left off chalking the soles of her 
away from Tom, (the rascal had been flirting, 
™' ' aidP) and ha1f-a-d%zea or more 



The curtain r 
slippers, another n 
too. What would EUen hare s 




<>ame running &om all sorts of sburcases, doors, and platforniA. 
Meanwhile, Mr. Nozzle entered, and eddteMfci. '5.^ ■w.'Oa. \ca^a- 
Hebraic affability. -,, _, 

"Oil, mine tear Miflhter SheU.'. 0,yea!Q.\ K^-i- "^^**^ g^^^.- 
Iciagsh—yeeh ! and your Mend — ^yeeb.'." ae ejacvis.^ii^'S'^^^*' 
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finclLinnt^u&OTOwofiiTegalarliabitB might bo supposed to lo(^ 
at a tom-tit. 
Thai gentleman was promptly introdnced. 

" Ah, yesh ! oh, yesh !" (Mr. Nozzle had these wcwda everlAStin^ 
in his TooQth, but they invariably deserted him when a qnestiim 
anme as to the payment of money). " Yesh ! Mr, Greenfincliea, 

ye«L! Very good. Greenfinches. you,"heeiclBimed, snddenly 

apostrophizing ft carpenter; "what tie are yondoingP you're 

scnping bU tlie gilt off that sun !" 

Se hastened off to point out to the teirified carpenter, titat, in 
moring one of the " flats" for tJie neit scene, he had mbbed it 
against the inn, which was to form the revolving centre at the r»d- 
me tablean. " 111 stop it, 111 stop it oat of yonr wages, I will I 
Confound your paper caps ! (Ur. 2^ OEde was, like Bob Xcres, botit 
original and fanciful in his style of swearing) d'ye IJunk Cntdi 
metal costs nothingp D'yeP But yon wont do me, a'help me 
t&nuder and fish-hooks 1" 

** m back Nozzle," said Sell to Sydenliam, aside, " as the moat 
original dealer in imprecations I ever heard. He never speaks 
tliree words without swearing, and never repeats the same invoca- 

" Go to Billijigagate and fry fiah for a living, if yon can't punt 
better than fAaf," observed flie manager, neit, to a mild-looking 
boy, who was putting ia some butterflies on a cloud, which had been 
left till the last moment, " What the shivers do jou want with 
such colours, blow it I Stick on a dollop of bright red and a whole 
host of shine" (probably meaaiog I)ub^ metal). 
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" But it wont be natural, sir," meekly suggested the youtli. 

•'.Nature be ," was the emphatic reply. " What does I care 

about nature P Does nature papf first price to the boxes? oh, yesh ! 
very ! J don't want any of your nature. Oh, yesh! I want some- 
thiog as people comes to see, and pjays for. lliey're the short ! and 
just put a big dab of the ruby foil on Uiat beggar's back (uidicating 
some fairy creation in the cloud). There! ne looks as loud ai a 
penny trumpet^ in a hail-stozm." 

The youth (who looked uncommonly gntteM at tiiis sooiewhat 
obscure complbn^it) retired, and Mx.lSosizie chatted affably with 
our three gentlemeiL JTis ocmyersatibn was by no means ocaifined 
to theatrical mattes.'^ Quite the contr^; he appeared to hare 
shares in erery opnoeitablie association. He enteartamed Greenfinch 
with a few dever lute in tiie course of his bill-discofonting practicea, 
such as his liynnff porchaBed a stuffed alligator ai a bracer's shcm 
for a shilling, ana girai it the next day as one-haJf the equivalein; 
fi>r an acceptance ofmbty pounds from ijord Balls, who had lost a 
heayy sum in WlndmOl-street by backing his own terrier against 
**Tmj" He liktfwise explained now he nad got his last new meoe 
finr fire poxmds,, beeanse ike aniiior (being new to the stage^j was 
pissifGtnately bait on seeing it produced; and Hkeniriae some inge- 
Bious preeepte MB to how lie " managed eyerybody^' — the said 
*^ tamnageaaaeBir q^aring to connst in never paying one farthing, 
if tJicfe was iSt» amallest possibility of eyading it. 

The feocmd act of the burlesque was just concluded. Tremendous 
applsuse and clieering followed, accompanied by loud calls for Miss 
Celestina Belladonna, the premiere danseuse of the establishment. 
Having kissed her baby (which was duly in waiting, for "Oelestina*' 
was the quiet, respectaole, and motherly wife of the stage-manaeer» 
whose armour and authority had appalled Mr. Greenfinch), mat 
lady made a graceful appearance nt t£e foot-lights, and came bade 
to the manager, who was all smiles and ocmdescension. 

Wandering sJbout the stage (while his friends were chatting with 
some of the actors), Mr. Sydienham found himself in ilie " property" 
room. Three <xr fbur gigantic pantomime masks — each accommo* 
dated widi a turban large enough to have furnished comfortable 
sitting-room for four — loomed upon his astonished gaze. Ohairs* 
tables, couches — all in the peculiar whitening and Duteh-metal si^le 
peculiar to the houses of the nobility on the stage — a fairy chanot* 
a number of paint-pots (which would have l^en highly service- 
able to various practical wits of the day), property inkstands, 
chimney-pieces, and other miscellaneous appurtenances of tiie stage, 
formed a confrision that utterly confounded Mjt. Greenfinch's weak 
nerves. Making an incautious step, he slipped forward, rolled down 
two or three steps, and found himself in totsl darkness. 

He was not hurt, but he was on dangerous ground. Wandering 
to the right, and cautiously feeling his way, he felt somewhat like 
Belzoni in ike Great Pyramid, expecting to come in contact, not witJi 
the countenance of a deM Egyptian, but with some vague a^^antifiiQ^ 
that would instantly hand mm over to t\ift ig«Ai"aa. !&» «^\iK^ ^ 
small door, and entered — ^too liastiily, a\sia\ ^ 

JHad iis maiden aunt ever dreaxnfc libajt \i^^ 
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that ine would have dimppeared spoutaneomlj £roin uub variad 
tt«|g« of veal aai. woe. Had ih^who had even disliked Mr. 
OrwaSach't eariy inTestmenta in " Skelt'g (late Lloyd's) penn^ plaB, 
twopenoe colooied" — who had <mlj UAerated ohakMpeare, sod 
who looked npon all theatres as dene of coimptioB,-^iad she 
^who belierea that all men who weat to theatres inTariaUy 
na off with sctreMei, and that " a yoimg winn might as well go to 
Mft a> go to a theatre," — had she 'known — we raspend oar pm in 
mlent horror at what might have been the conseqnencos. 

Greenfinch entered hutilj — he would have stepped back, but the 
fioOT was in motion. He haji eot into s " mezzanine" .'of elaborate 
anil extensiTe construction, and upon which one of the " stupendont 
effects" of the evening was to be realized. He looked np, and, to 
hi* horror, beheld the sky-drops flouting gboye him. Forthree seconds 
he was upon the stage, m company with fourfairies, who were biting 
their lips to prerent laughter, and vie-&-vi» to an audience who 
uproariously applauded Mr. Greenfinch's " first appearance." 

Alas for Mr. ttreenfinch's histrionic powers 1 So far from appre- 
eiating the " greatneis thrust upon him," that gentleman caat a look 
of agony on both sides of the sto^e, mode a desperate rush, tumbled 
orer a pot of porter that was wailing at the side-wingB for the re- 
freshment of some of the fairies, and almost fell into the arms of 
3ha> Bawkina and Sell. 
Jfr. Noiile would hare been savagely ia^gnant, tafi. tuA&b ?,wA 



MR. SYDENHAM GREENFINCH. 41 

nature of the audience turned the TniBtaVp into a subject of merri* 
ment. *' For heaven's sake, don't say a word about it at Elking- 
ton," despairingly asked Greenfinch. 

** You'll think differently before yon have been in London much 
longer," observed SelL " If you nad played at the St. James' as 
often as I have, yon would only feel proud of the honour, as Sam 
WeUer observes m reference to the livmg skeleton." 

Mr. Nozzle (who, with all his over-reaching and other doubtful 
propensities, was by no meaufl above enjoying himself, especially 
when the expenses were paid by another partv) readily accepted an 
invitation to supper at the " Condemned Cell" — such bemg the 
sobriquet applied by Tom to a celebrated house of merriment and 
melody. 

And so we leave our gentlemen to enjoy themselves, and just 
mentally look back at Ellen, the ** sleeping beauty," as she lies in 
her little bed, with the clear moon shedoingits silver beams on her 
face, dreaming, perhaps, of the days when Tom Hawkins will have 
grown steady, and when the fable of her childhood's life will be 
&ansformed mto the reality of woman's life and woman's love. 



CHAPTER VI. 

HB. STDENHAU GBEENFINCH WHITES TO BlA AUlTT — OF THE BEST7LTS OF 

THAT LETTER. 

About three days and nights had elapsed since Mr. Greenfinch's first 
appearance on the boards of the Theatre Eoyal Feathers, every avail- 
able moment of which had been spent in an unceasing round of society 
and s^ht-seeing. He had been introduced to Ben Caunt, and had 
shared that gentleman's port wine during the decision of a bet; he 
had seen the Drury-lane giant, made the acquaintance of that best of 
clowns and of respectable domestic men, Tom Matthews, and had 
been formally presented to a gentleman at SaviUe House, Leicester- 
square, who was capable of crushing pewter-pots into a mummy, 
balancing children or donkeys on ladders of indefinite lengths, and 
cutting legs of mutton in two with as much ease as Amadis de Gaul 
managed his six giants. 

Moreover, he had made some attempts at bagatelle (billiards was 
too subHme a science for his present mental condition), he had lost 
at skittles to an extent highly profitable to the " setter up," and had 
been ingloriously thrown by a Hampstead-heath donkey. When 
we say " thrown," we merely mean to say that the amount of rags 
and packthread, facetiously supposed to constitute a saddle-girth on 
Hampstead-heath, had utterly given way, and that Mr. Greenfinch, 
consequently, rolled quietly round, and found himself on the floor. 
Greenfinch felt indignant, and then benevolent; and was going to 
say something about being a " bad rider," but his more practical 
Ihends contented themselves with throwing the saddle over a hed^e^ 
kicking the donkey boy, and, turning \ke\i otrti \i^wiJ^\Q^'6fc^*^is\ss^ 
wandered on to flighgate, and were never \i<&«JC^olTQax^? — ^^\<5»3^^s^ 
far as the vagahonaaon the heath, were eontteme^. 
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Bat Mr. GreenfindL had written to bk aunt, Mmb AiUlgig^ 
Greenfinch, who, (as we hare abore atate^, beliered fbllj ni 
matters of broth, paregoric, bimba' wocd atockuiga, and Ifangnall's 
Qnestioiia — ^liiaa Adelgiita Greenfinch, we aa j, was ntteily omnb- 
firandered, stodged, done blue, mmsciittled, and nenronaly excitod 
by^ the receipt <x the following epistle one morning, aa afaie aat am- 
mng tea, reading the authentic notices to coacrespntidents in taa 
J^mmUjf Herald, and occasiiHially chastising Toby, a bnmiliatian- 
looking poodle, too £Eit to be n8^iil,and who would hare as soon hN^Eed 
a*cat in the face as a rat. The letter, if our information, be not ii^ 
eoaed^ ran somewhat as follows ^— 

" HoIe-in-ihe-Wall, near the Jackanooddes Tkrani^ 
"May 38ih, 1856. 
^VLt dzab Axm, 



u 



Yonwiflbedeligfatedtohearthatlam nmlriiig arapidigogreMi 
in getting aoqnainted witli this wonderfid metropolis ana its in- 
babitants, nnder the careful and land instruction <^ my friend 
Hawkins (to whom I never can be sufficiently grateful), and of his 
accomplished Mend, Mr. William SelL I have gained a knowledge 
and experience, especially in matters relating to the most important 
and interesting epochs of ETiglish history, which makes me look 
with regret upon my past life, and feel that my previons time has not 
been spent in a manner calculated to mature the faculties* and ex- 
pand tne mind. 

" My dear aunt, you will hardly belieye me, when I tell yon that 
I haye been weighed at the Polytechnic in tiie identical chair in 
wlddi Catherine of Arragon bre^hed her last. I haye stood npon 
the gromid (it is caDed Barrow HiU, finom the number of banowB» 
or tumular monuments there disooyered), where Julius GaBsar or 
I>iodetian JpE forget which — Sdl says it was Alexander SerenBB) 
looted the Cdts, and compelled them to submit. The relics of tfaa 
saints mreserved at the London churches (especially St. Martin's in 
the Fi^ds, and St. Luke's, Old-street,) are beycmd belief I real^ 
j&d aa if I neoer should know London thoroughly. 

*'How deli^itful it is to realise those scenes m history, of whidk 
one has onty nevd yague and yarying accounts. To haye seen the 
magnificent powder-magazine at Charing Cross, to haye witnessed, 
the departure of yessels laden (I am told) with troops fixmi London 
%idge for the Baltic, and to haye heard the centenary fesiiyal at St* 
P«d*s in honour of the children of the nayal chaplains who haye 
&llen in defence of our country ,t «^ck things, my dear aunt, are in* 
deed materials for deep thought, and mu$t inake one reflect on the 
uncertainty of human me.X 

* Scandal asserts, that the greater part of this epistle was dictated by 
Mr. Greenfinch's two fiiends, in the coffee-room of a rather fast hotel; and 
we ourselves think the style rather beyond that gentleman's cahfare, <U the 
tifne, 

'f Mr. Greenfinch appears to have suffered from his visit to the amraal 
splendid festival of the Sons of the Clergy. 

/ TbU Bentiment, together with the concVn^ng paxt ot "Vhe \fis^^et« wa 
/idfy' believe to be Mr, ureenfinch's own compoutAon. 
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** And the society! If you knew -wh&t cliaracters I have become 
acquainted vdth, you would be perfectly astonished. Merely going 
to the Argyle Rooms with SeU, who should we meet but Lord Aber- 
deen and JD'Israeli, drinking lemonade and sherry, and making 
themselves as agreeable as could be. The very same evening, Seu 
showed me the l)uke of Wellington's nephew, who, it appears, sells 
dogs' collars in Ludgate HiU for a wager. I have also become 
acc^uainted with some of the leading wits of the day, and hear funny 
things enough about them. Would you believe, my dear aunt, ilutt 
Bobert Montgomery is the real editor of Punch, and that Miss 
Julia St. George (I regret to say, an actress*) wrote nearly all Mrs. 
Crowe's Nt^ht Side of Natv/re. 

" I enjoy myself very much. We !keep very early hour8,t and 
are constantly m the best of society. I have had my portrait taken« 
which I shall send you soon. £ut what I want is this. I want 
Lucy to come up to London, and see Sydenham. And I want to 
introduce her to, oh, such a nice girl (she's engaged to Tom, you 
Imow). They'll be just companions ; and Miss EUen Dudley (mat 
is her name);) is going to write and ask her to stay with her ; and it 
will be so joljy. So I hope^ my dear aunt, you wont object, and 
that you'll let Lucy come. 

** And I remain, 
" With every feeling of sincere respect, 

** Your affectionate nephew, 

*• To Miss Adelgiza €rreenfinch, 

" Lovesknot Villa, 

** Sweetemeat Lane, 

" Elkington." 

Upon receipt of the above interesting epistle. Miss Adelgiza 
Greenfinch very properly shed s few tears, partly because it was cua- 
tomary, and partly because sha never had given Greenfinch credit for 
so much abihty, his letters having generaUy Qombined extreme sim- 
plicity with Spartan brevity. 

If she had but known the fact that the eccentric direction of the 
letter, and at least two-thirds of its contents, together with the 
h^hly imaginative dating, had been siippHed by Mr. Greenfinch's 
miscmevous friends, she would perhaps have felt some misgivings as 
to the safety of her pet lamb in the hiEinds of such experienced wolves. 
As it was, sne looked upon it as a brilliant specimen of wit and ability, 
and abnost felt that so clever a man would require a clever com- 
panion, and that a knowledge of London (especially with such a 
companion as EUen) was aMolutely essential to the future Mrs. 
Gfreenfinch. 

For by the same post another letter had arrived, couched in very 
elegant and respectful language, (and what wiU win the heart of 
maiden aunt more readilyP) in which EUen begged so prettily for the 
company of Lucy, and gave so glowing an account of this, that, and 

* TSiia looks veiy like deception on the "por^ oi'^slii. QfTCfeT&a!^* 
f *' Early," inasmuch as our frienda fteVdomaaw >a^ M^ HJoa iBQSi.\j»R- 
ivcommenced his career. 
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t'other, th&t when Miaa Lucy came, bearing a like epiatle fEHleu itva 
a famons correspondent), ahe not only reBolTed that she should go, 
but determined upon nnheard-of preparations for her journey, and 
resolved to ^t off re-painting and papering the house for the 

S resent, as " it wonld be a Bhame to send tne poor i^d up to Jjaa- 
on without a ten-pound that she might call her own." 
Hever abuse old maida. It is not because a woman has been 
debarred (perhaps by bitter early diBappointment) from gbaring in. 
those duties which women beat love, and which are woman's glory, 
that she should not show every mother's feeling towards the young. 
Slias Adelgiza Greenfinch, my dear air, waa as kind and motherly a 
woman as ever gave birth to a patriarchal family. She had adopted 
Lucy, nursed tuid educated Greenfinch, (though the latter was a 
mistake), and, in abort, done everything that a kind-hearted soul 
dan do. 

Lucy didn't exactly know what she felt. It waa to detightfol to 
see Loudon — and Greenfinch; and Ellen must be "such a dear!" 
And it was «o painful to leave "dear aunty!" So our little lady cried 
most dutifully, and meanwhile worked her fingers off in preparing to 
leave; while "aunty" diaplayed a taate in decorating her pet which 
told of days when she, too, had known the world of fashion and 
pleasure, ere ahe had aunk into her present life of resigned content, 
and peace, and love. 

I dare not trust my pen to deacribe that terrible, that heartrend- 
ing parting at the Eeading Station. As to Hector and Andromadie, 
Btack-ejed Susan and William, and people of that sort, they sink 
into unsentimental insignificance. It was only when young Do 
Witts, ^e new curate, who had been intrusted with the esc<n^ of 




Lucy (be was an intimate friend of Sydenham's, an old companion 
of Tom's, and, though tolerably high church in priuciples, was a dead 
^ot ajid an admimbie Binget of comic aongs), \tvje£o\^'] 'v'Wi'qa, 



MR. SYDENHAM GREENFINCH. 45 

after fererbUjfidgetiDK about the Dlatform, at length declared tLat 
Aey should be toolate if they waited another ]imiut«, that Niobe con- 




aeDt«d to give up her daughter to the si 
carriage. 

LuCT cried s little, aaid something about being " a Billy little 
thiug, and then fell into conversation. De Witts was anything 
but deficient. For our oivn part, we believe, that those who have 
known the world in every form, not in one trammelled system of rigid 
correctness, are not only the beat practical teachers of Christianity, 
but are ever the readiest to extend and direct that practice in. ue 
quarter where it is really needed, 

De "Witts (whose visit to London was of a veiy misceUaneoua 
oharacter, inasmuch as it included two clerical meetings, the opera, 
and arrangements for a forthcoming trip to Paris) deared Luev's 
baggage with a rapidity highly creditable, considering its bulk, fie 
rather sighed over his dog-cart days, as they got into a quiet cab, 
and coold not help thinking how he would have dashed round the 
" outer circle" with such a girl by bis side. But they reached the 
major's pretty villa, and onr two j^oung ladies were speedily shaking 
hands, and pouring forth the legitimate amount of affectionate volu- 
bili^ proper on firat meetings. 

Bloe-eyed, light-haired Lucy, formed. «. ■gVftwwi^ cOT&i»a\. *«» '^K' 



46 THE ADVENTURES OF 

more bnmette style of beauty which sparkled from Ellen's eyes and 
hair. The major swore, with a very military emphasis, '' that they 
were a charming pair ; only different," which somewhat Hibernian 
criticism was echoed over the house. As to his lady, she was at 
once dehghtedwith the sunple but ^acefiil manners of her newgnest, 
and mentally resolved upon soliciting an extension of her visit. 

The two young ladies strolled into the garden, where we have no 
doubt the future husbands of both formed a fertile subject of con- 
versation, whollj to the exclusion of the Crystal Palace or anything 
else. " There is something delightful in having a confidante of one's 
own age," as EUen observed^ as she kissed Lucy for the last time on 
retiring to rest that evening. 

We know not how our two gentlemen were treated by their 
respective inamoratas. To say the truth, we always feel ner- 
vous at the idea of being dealt with by young ladies. Their 
skiU in fiUing one's bed wi& combs and brushes, sewing up one's 
coat sleeves, or plugging one's Wellingtons with lambs* wool socks- 
far be it £rom me to deny the dear little creatures the harmless 
pleasure derivable from such innocent witticisms — but when one's 
cha)*acter is at stake^ it's a serious affair. 

Lucy was almost alarmed when she heard the anecdotes of ,the 
career of Messrs. Hawkins and Sell, and wondered how Greenfinch 
could possibly exist amidst such a course of dissipation. Her sur- 
prise was presentiy heightened by a joyful cry from Ellen, who ran 
forward to meet Tom, and Lucy was the next minute almost (people 
don't do such things quite in polite society) in the arms of Mr. 
Sydenham GreenMch. 

That gentleman's appearance had been carefolly remodelled under 
the personal surveillsmce of Mr. Hawkins. His crush hat was most 
daintily ** pitched," his light blue frock was made rather more 
dandyish by his elaborate waistcoat, and his deep blue handkerchief, 

Sassed through a handsome rin^, set off a delicately bordered shirt, 
loreover, under constant traming from his persevering friend, 
he held the whip in a most excellently professional style, and had 
driven all the clear portion of the road without any accident save 
letting the horse go b^ond the gate (when Tom promptly seized the 
ribbons, and " backed '). Altogether, Lucy thought ner lover (at 
all times rather good, though nuld-looking), tremendously improved, 
and four happier people than composed our two couples could scarcely 
have been round. 

" But Where's Sell P" asked EUen. " I cannot do without him, 
you know," she said, very wickedly; " I do so love to hear him tease 
you about me." 

"You puss!" replied Tom, "you know very well you prefer 
•being penectly snug and ^idet, with not a soul near," (and as both 
our couples had separated m opposite directions there seemed a rea- 
sonable amount of truth in the assertion.) " Sell is, however, very 
busy at present ; in fact, I don't think he will be with us to-d^." 

" SeU busy !" said Ellen, with very reasonable surprise. Gfreen- 
•finch and Lucy at that moment came up. 

" We know what Sell's about, eh ! (Greenfinch ?" observed Toxxif 
with a yeiy wide-awake look. 
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"Afew," replied that gentlemait, who htidbeKnt to manage s 
little Blang, and ma coHivatiiig that moat oiefal tuscompluhmemt 
BssidnoaB^. 

Ellen was aU cnriocity (For, we r^ret to ctmifess, Uiat yonng la^ 
had a rather miscbieTOiia e^rm^thy with her fiitn^ husband's pne- 
tioal jokes), sjid Tom explained the fact that Mr. SeQwu atpreaent 
occupied in the capacity and costume of a biU-aticker, postaig vp 




official reports of the last victory, obserring at the sane time, "We 
need not get back early, for all the police koowhim, and if he wants 
bail, Minvers or Dadget wiU look after him, as iianal-" 

" Sell wants a wife," observed Tom, looking at his sweet com- 
panion; " he'd be steady then." 

"Abont as steady as you are," retorted Ellen. " It's a great nly 
nther o( yon ever hod any money. How yon would have worked 
if yon had not 1" 

"Ah, well! 'when a little farm we keep' (sang ont Tran), when 
yon are the ' miasns' and I'm the ' master, then we'll see what we 



While onr two pairs of turtles were thus bUlinfr and cooiu 
auyor and the £«t. Mr. Be Witti 'were emi^'s^^'at.^'^cc^ & 



.,<k». 
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manner. If the major — setting aside liis geography — ^vahied himself 
upon one thing in tne world, it was his pmed^ skill in the science of 
^^unnery, both on board ship and with a hand rifle. He had smik a 
eouple of French vessels with as many broadsides, and had been 
nearlj drowned in rescuing a wounded Frenchman ten minutes afier ; 
he might have shot Lieutenant Nambjpamby (whocouldas easily haye 
caught eels in his coflee-pot as hit his man, but who was an unmiti'« 
^ated bully), but he considered the value of his own life, the worth- 
kssness of his adversary's — and contented himself with tluashing l^m 
in a less aristocratic manner, but one which was unquestionably better 
for both parties. Still, the major loved shooting passionately, and 
a long plot of clear grass displayed a target, in the centre of which 
a boUle, smeared with a dab of whitewash, formed his favourite 
object for practice. 

De Witts (who had already destroyed a dog-kennel by converting 
it into a mark, and who had riddled an old zinc chimneypot till it 
was literally, like Agamemnon in Clytemnestra's affectionate re- 
membrance, '* all holes,") at once established himself in the affec- 
tions of the mtnor. If the major hit the bottle at one shot, the 
next, from Pe Witts, brought down the still hanging neck. So that 
our lovers' loving passages were agreeably diversified by warlike 
sounds, and it was not imtil seven dozen of bottles had been made 
** dead men" in a still stronger sense than ordinary, that our party- 
met at dinner. 

What a delicious evening it was afterwards! How the brilliant 
touch of Ellen rang out upon the splendid semi-grand of Erard's, 
and how chastely and delicately Lucy sang George Linley's ballads ! 
Even Greenfincn displayed some musicsd capabilities, while Tom, 
who had dabbled in naif the instruments that can be used in an 
orchestra, sang the burlesque sone^ of *' Fair Hosamond," and two 
or three others — accompanying himself with a spirit that made 
Ellen's eyes sparkle rather more than usual. And wasnt she atten- 
tive in turning over the leaves P 

Greenfinch felt sublimely happy, and so heartily did Tom feel 
for, and enjoy his Mend's liappiness, that he almost felt sorry for the 
wicked hoaxes he had been playing off upon him. But he mentally 
determined to put Sydenham through such a course of training as 
would shake on his too home-bred style, and make him more fit for 
the world about him. He might play the fool for a time, but Tom 
was 6f too ^ood a disposition to injure or lead astray any one, even 
for his own idle entertainment. 

Tom was a great dab at music. He knew nearly every good or- 

fanist in Lonaon and Oxford, and would have been a ^ooa player 
imself, if he had not tried to play anything and everything without 
learning the notes. He imitated street music to the life (so his 
friends said), by thumping all the fingers of his left-hand upon the 
bass notes, and playing a light single-note accompaniment with the 
right, after the maimer of Pandean-pipe performances generally. 
His proficiency on the Jew's harp was only equalled by his perform- 
ance with a comb and playbill ; he had taken the first penny-trumpet 
part in a " toy concerto," and his performances on his teeth and chin 
iFOuId have readily procured him an engagement 4tt the Effingham 
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Saloon. Altogether, people were only pnztled to say what he did 
not do. 

Time passed so rapidly that the sandwich-tray seemed a vicious 
and malevolent intruder* Lucy's gentle simphcity but graceful 
self-possession was a delightful and yet harmonizmg contrast with the 
more brilliant, but no less womanly, style of Ellen. Mr. Greenfinch 
thought she looked prettier than ever, and wondered what would be 
thought of them both, as they strolled down the avenue of Uon- 
sphinses in the transept, the pedestals of which, the incorrigible Sell 
had informed him, were to oe laid out as refreshment-stalls, the ' 
cooking apparatus being kept inside the animal. 



CHAPTEE Vn. 

THB BVBNnra AND MOBNINa BKFOBX, 

" Wake me early in the morning," was the Tennysonian request 
of Ellen to her laay's-maid, as she left herself ana her companion 
Lucy. The first visit was an undoubted fact, and both the girls 
were as anxious as many a fair young lady has been on a former 
similar occasion. The door between the two pretty bedrooms was 
Open, and our young ladies talked each other to sleep in a most 
agreeable manner — on which, however, we are in strict honour bound 
to preserve a confidential silence. 

- We cannot say much as to the way in which Greenfinch and Haw* 
Irins passed the evening after they left the major's villa. Both were 
so quiet and respect^le, that their conduct is literally beyond 
description. Sydenham contemplated a light, airy-looking paletot 
with more than satisfaction, while Tom meditated upon a few wicked 
jokes, in which he was only longing for the assistance of his imagi- 
native friend, Sell. Both retired before one o'clock, and, despite the 
early hour, both fell comfortably asleep, and dreamt of oays of 
bread-and-butter innocence and juvenile affection. 

Mr. Greenfinch was awakened out of a dream in which blue eyes, 
broken sixpences (Mr. Greenfinch was slightly superstitious), and 
Valentines were forming a pleasing mSlanaef by a .most unearthly 
blast from a comet. Mr. Sell was at his oedside, and, to confess 
the truth, looking rather " seedy," as he himself confessed. After 
a hard day's work at bill-sticking (in which he had certainly earned 
his three-and-sixpence more conscientiously than professional bill- 
stickers usually do), he had spent the night with the detective police, 
had been enjoying the glories of a beggars' feast somewhere near 
Seven Dials, and had finished by assisting to carry home a young 
lady from Covent-garden Market, who found a shutter absolutely 
necessary to restrain her from committing various personal assaults. 
On such occasions, Mr. Sell was an invaluable assistant to the police, 
and proved himself an excellent subject and citizen. 

" Bar SelW observed our hero, -yaYiimi^ croJ^, ^ ^^saiL \k^<3^ ^^ 
acqnamtaace'B name, and at the aanie \?arL^ ^«^"a>jm%^^ ^^^-^jvc^- 

IE 
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aeqmred kaovledge of sl&ng, he obaerred, " bnt I M7 Ball, yoa hA 
nther fishy about the peepeM." 

Mr. Sell made a reply invpl^g general rectitude on the part of 
the aniTerae, Adjusted one ofms legs grace&lly againat the chimney- 
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piece, yarving liia poBition by reposing the other on Mr. Hawkins's 
Newfoundland (Mr. Hawkins kept a beast), while Mr. Sydenham 
Greenfinch jumped out of bed, made an elaborate toilet, and deyeloped 
a knowledge of costuxne hitherto only associated with dog-carts and 
buU-terriers in the mild yillage of Elkin^n. 

Hawkins (who,like mostmen of the wond, conld dress himself, shaye 
himself, and drink his lawfnl bottle of soda-water cm cogtMo in ten 
minntes) joined them speedily]; and a delicate breakfast, consisting 
chiefly of Bass and cigars, haying been got throngh, our three wighti 
proceeded to the place of rendeasyons. 

It was a place that did not exactly suit Sell or Hawkins, being 
simply a quiet, regular, domestic parlour appertaumig to a quieC 
regular, and domestic family in lEvunswick-square. Had Hawkins 
hi3 his own way, " I^ell " (as he had tenderly taken to calling 
Ellen), would haye been diiyen to Sydenham in a rapid yehicle laden 
with champagne bottles and raised pies, while Mr. Sell would haye 
probably taken an eccentric position outside an omnibus, yarying 
the time by his cigar and by requesting bad equestrians to '' get ii> 
side and puH down the blinds." 

Howeyer, they felt tolerably higspy, though they did look rather 
fast than otherwise. Ellen receiyed Tom yery heartUy, and Jsaxsj 
blushed yeiy amiably. The maJOT was elaborately made up, and, 
in strict a&erence to his geo^phical propensities, had purchased 
no less than six charts (all yarying from each other) of the different 
courts in the great leyiathan of air, glass, and industry. 

Ellen wore a yer^ pretty fragment of a bonnet (for eyen.she could 
not resist the preyaUmg taste of our young ladies to display as much 
of their pretty faces and soul-enticing ringlets as possible), but kept 
up the tantalizing defence of a white crape yeil. Lucy looked rather 
less fashionable ; but just such a girl as yoo, my dear reader, would 
haye felt yery happy to have hdd for your partner, not only on this 
^eat occasion, but (m another, to which I trust all my readers wiU 
m due time attain. 

Sell, alas ! had no oompany but his cigaif-case, and eyen Greenfinch 
bantered him as to his unattended condition. But Greenfindi little 
thought that he would neyer reach Sydenham in company with his own 
beloyed,--«ti]l less, that an i^onunious defeat at the hands of a 
professed dealer in sleight-of-hand was in store for his inexperience. 

** Hurry, bustle, oraui, running about of eyerything, mislajing of 
luggage, bandboxes, babies, pocket-handkerchiefs, and things in 
general!" Such were the words in which Filch (who does the 
origin^ articles for the " Assinceum") described the stato of affairs 
at the station* Mr. Greenfinch felt utterly bewildered. He had 
got his ticket and Lucy's, but he found himself on the platform^ 
without Lucy, and with the last bell ringing, 

Franticly ne dashed up to a carriage ^ence a white hat and a 
white parasol \i,e. Sell and Lucy) were beckoning to him* But the 
carriage was fulL 

" Ko room. Greenfinch, and we are looked in. Bolt ahead, into 
one of the seconds, like blazes, or you'll have to wsit icrt^'Sk^ciss^V 
And Mr. Greenfinch rushed on firantivd'j asv^L ^e^-^cya.^^^ . 

« There 23 a tide in the affairs o£ men," aa mo«\. ^©wwosb ^V^^^ass^ 

^ 2 
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KnjUuag of Sliakgpeare, or of Mr. Chailea lEni^t, are well &irare, 
as also that it occasioDsIlf " leads on to fortane." Unhappily Mr, 
Greenfinch was leu fortnnato. 

' " So room here, air," ejacolated a sharp Toice, from a small tnaii, 
of half-dirty complexion, ditto costume, and " dowOT" nmeanaoe, 
" IjCO'' bless your' green spectacles" (Mr. Greenfinch did iK>t wear 
glasses, so we suppose his own optics tended to betraj his general 
innocence). "Where was yoa reared? It's only chaff. Ctnnd 
along ; we'll make room ; you're only a little 'tin." 

And the " little 'nn" (meaoing onr renowned hero) did sit down, 
hlnshiog excessively, and feeling that he whh smong mperior people. 

" Yon can leave that trifle at Ben Caont'a," observed one gentle- 
man, of rather coloMal bnUd, dressed in a rich silk handkendkief, 
bine cnt-aw^, and large mark nnder the left eyebrow. 

The " trifle," it is sapposed, referred to a bet respectuig twO 
Mvsgea whom the lenity of English law had screened &dm the pil- 
lory, and in whose " l>enefit spar" the present company appeared 
to take on uncommon interest. 

" I say, genta," said the gentleman who had first addressed Mr. 
■Gleenfinch, " I a'nt going to play yoa exactly a game of cords, bat 
-I'm going to show you a wrinlde. Here goes. How, lodi out !" 

And he prodncea part of a pack of cords, out of which he selected 
three, two black and one red. " fi^ow, then, gents, a it hjl ling on 
the red card I" 



shillings laid, doubled stAke, and won ^ain. 
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Mr. Grreenfinch had been imbued with a most wholesome horror 
of gambling in any form, but the thimble-rig style of excitement 
going on was too much for him. Unlike Sell or Hawkins, he knew 
not uiat the card with the comer turned up was changed from time 
to timej and that half the feUows around him were in collusion. He 
betted high, being egged on hj a gentleman on his right side, who 
constantly directed hun, as, with ready sleight-of-hand, the three 
cards were passed over each other, and aU kinds of wagers were 
exchanged. 

We grieve to say it, but just as Mr. Greenfinch had laid down— 
and lost — a five-pound note, under the dead certainty of winnip^f 
tack thirty shillings previously lost, the train stopped, and he found 
himself at the end of his journey. Oh, shame! shame! shame! 
But, even as Viola " never told her love," so Mr. Greenfinch never 
told the deplorable history of that five-pound note — ^not even to his 
aunt. 

But he felt a little depressed, and with reason. My dear Brown, 
Jones, or Bobinson (as the case may be), take a friendly word of 
advice, and never bet beyond sixpence on a family rubber. If you 
lose you feel small, and if you win you have the unpleasant conscious* 
ness of walking about with someoody else's money. Besides, you 
are Hkelrto fiLiid yourself among people who are less scrupulous— 
and much better scamps — ^than yoursen. 

Very difierently had our other friends spent the time. Lucy felt 
very vexed at " travelling unattached," but the voluminous conversa- 
tion of Hawkins and Sell prevented her experiencing any dulness 
during the twenty minutes* run. 

Dabbing past a whole " biliag" (as the classico- American style 
expresses it) of houses, men, women, children, gigantic gas-boilers^ 
distant shipping and warehouses, set off and humanized by the 
quaint steeple of Bermondsey church, whose tall Ionic column Re- 
minding us of St. Luke's, Old-street, or of the Hindoo pyramid at 
St. George's, Bloomsbury) rather assaulted Lucy's feelinffs on the 
subject of Gothic and !Karly English — rushing onward Som New 
Cross station, with just the ghost of a glimpse at the pret^ devices 
in flint decorating the little gardens on the right side or the line 
—London, though so near, began to be forgotten. 

But Hawkins was " up" in the whole details of everything. How 
totally did his taste for fun and nonsense desert him in Ellen's com- 
pany. He pointed out new-made roads, clear, clean, and level, which 
weeks ago had only been represented by vast heaps of fagots and 
peastakes, brick rubbishy and cats that had come to an untimely end. 
As they neared Forest Hill, he talked with enthusiasm of the deli- 
cate and miniature-like scenery, as contrasted with the giant 
grandeur of Dovedale, or the almost fabulous scenery of Cornwall 
OF Stafla. And if ever talker met his reward, it was in the sparkling 
€ye of Ellen, as she listened to the " sad naughty boy," whom she 
had l)^en scolding so gently, and with such very ^ood reason. 
. And now the blaze of glass set full upon their view, the whole 
place lit up by a clear sim-Bght, and suggesting to Lucy the probable ^ 
possibility of many of the tales in the " Tkwia^sEA^siLQi^va^^^^p^^ 
oeiiig absolutely and positively true. 
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It was a tantalizing yiew, tKoiigh, wbidb made one wish either tibat 
the palace was higher, or the roadless fixed into '*cnttinff8." Bnttlie 
journey was not a long one. If, as my classic readers doubtless know» 
comes pro veMculo, or as the delicious author of the ^'Yicar of Wake* 
field" paraphrases it, " good company on the road is the shortest 
cat ;"— - if these be true proverbs, be assured that all three were 
axnply satisfied. 

It may seem strange to say so, but yery few people know how to 
travel by rail. Some complain that you are shot through everythingi, 
and that the eye never ^ets time to notice a single object. It is not 
8o, there is plenty of tmie for observation, though, we grant, none 
for contemplation or minute study of objects. From our own oon- 
itant experience, we will engage to say, that more of the real charac- 
ter of London can be seen from the junction line of the Korth- 
Westem with the Blackwall, than in three days' hard walking. We 
have tried both, and speak advisedly. 

Although Hawkins had been everywhere, and was as well known 
to the waiters at the " Hotel du If ord" as at " Lonc's" or the 
** G-eorge and Vulture" (such a man of the world comd but be a 
freemason), he knewEngland extremely well, and London thoroughly. 
We have a dreadful belief in London. We are of opinion that 
Fleet-street was to Johnson what Troy was to Homer. " We love 
to roam," not in the direction indicated by the highly-popular 
authoress of one of Henry Hussell's best ballads, but "down 
Whitechapel way." As to the West-end, anybody can understand 
tiiat; but give us a sprinkling of the beings of human nature, not 
dressed for an evening party, but telling deep tales of the " dark 
side," and appealing to \is, in words of fact, to shed upon them the 
light that glares upon and beams from the better favoured of God'i 
ereatures. 

Perhaps Tom Hawkins — flight and careless as he was^ — ^had felt 
some such thoughts more than once, as he had witnessed the patient 
toil and disinterested energy with which the mighty works at Syden- 
ham had been accomplished. We do not know whether even hie— tiie 
noisi" man of college, the rival of Theodore Hook in " hoaxes "-*• 
was not rather in a " brown study," as Ellen drew her arm play* 
fully through his, and said, " Are you asleep, Tom P" 



CHAPTEE Vni. 

UB. obeekfinoh's hind is exfandsd. 

BxABEB ! whosoever thou art — ^whether thou dwellest in Belgravia 
or in Burton-crescent — in Hounslow or in Houndsditch — ^whether 
thy habits be aristocratic or civic, melancholy or facetious — ^whether 
thy disposition have a Pindaric and poetic, or a Paxtonian and prac- 
tical tendency — assuredly thou wilt forget all thy previous thoughts, 
reflections, prejudices, and everything else, as thou pausest beneath 
the colossal transepts of Sydenham Palace. 
Mr, Sydenham 6reeiifinch had recoveTed his Iiucj, Tfho looked so 
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pretty, that M. Monti, of Milaxi, would liaye been very liappy to have 
copied her in marble, bonnet and parasol included. He felt refreshed 
•—though smartiDg under his recent and ignominious defeat; and cer- 
tain resolutions were gradually passed and carried in his mind rela- 
tiye to greenness in general, which would have been of great use 
—had he been in less facetious company. 

For no sooner did they emerge from the confusion of iron girders^ 
brick ardieSy and machinery — scarcely had they glanced at me g[lo- 
rious park before the front of the building— ere Mr. Sell's inyenuon 
wasatwork* 

** By the way. Greenfinch," said he, with a very important-look- 
ing dmeanoiJT, "ioBt Bcribble your ni^me on a bit of ^per, or-<t 
card YnJl do as well. You must send it to Wyatt's office." 

" What for P" asked his hapless friend, who knew as much of 
Mr. Digby Wyatt as of Polyphemus or Frankenstein. 

** Oh^ he has the management of the non-residents in London. 
You are entitled to an honorary degree after visiting the exhibition 
a certain number of times, and it is considered a delicate compliment 
to leave your name at the office." 

Accordingly, Mr. Sydenham Greenfinch went a quarter of a mile 
out of his way, lost nimself five times, felt bewildered ditto, and 
finally left a card at Mr. Digby Wyatt*s office, which we are bound 
to say, was productive of as much surprise to that enlightened gen- 
tleman as of merriment to Hawkins and £Uen. 

But for a remonstrance from the latter young lady, Mr. Green* 
finch would have deposited his "pasteboard" everywhere. Mr. 
Owen Jones, Mr. Waterhouse Hawkins, and possibly Messrs. Sout- 
ledge and Co. would have been favoured with a memento of our 
hero's existence and address. Happily^ however, £Uen was more 
Kumane in her disposition, and did not like to see Lucy separated 
jfrom her futore liegTlord. ' ^ 

Take our advice when you enter, and go direct to the grand tran- 
sept. If you have stood beneath the architectural forests of some 
of our noblest cathedrals — if the Purbeck-marble vista of Ely, or the 
eiant colonnades of Winchester have been once your astonishment and 
delight — ^if the lovely delicacy of Salisbury Cathedral, growing, as it 
were, spontaneously from the green grass that surroumds it — aye, 
even if the sublimity of St. Ouen or of -NTotre Dame de Chartres 
be looming in your mind as you reflect upon your last Normandj 
expedition — ^you will find that neither surprise nor admiration is 
exhausted, as you stand beneath this wondrous roof, and think of 
its extent, slxength, and grandeur. 

Although our visitors were early, the place was swarming. Mr. 
Greenfincn rather reminded us of the " Sleeper Awakened, ' either 
in the ''Arabian Nights" or in Mr. Macfarren's charming little 
opera. He felt the great difficulty people do on such occasions : be 
wanted to look at everything at once, and did not know what to be- 
gin with^ 

As our friends had made up their minds to many^visits, they 
attempted no re^ar plan of goin^ over the building : an arrange- 
^nent, which, while it enabled each to see wkat waa xokfit^^ V^ ^^sst 
tninflj -^aa unhappily the means oi leaving ^x. Qft^gv^^yMJ^ ^^Hsaass^^ 
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ntteilj forlorn, unattended, and snrronnded by plaster casts that 
appeared to be wondering who he was, imd whether he was (me of 
tnemselves — sent without a ticket from the P.D. Company. 

Ellen, always music-mad, steered quickly in the dnrection of Hie 
music court, ran her fingers over a few pianos, tantalizing the 
bystanders into yain hopes of a performance, and pointed out to 
liucy the honoured heads of those whom music bids us love. There 
was the noble, but stem countenance of Beethoven — even as he 
might have looked when writing some tremendous fugue in the 
" Mount of Olives" — ^yet with a latent smile that breathed of a sonata! 
I^ear to him was the ever-graceftd composer Dussek, whose life was 
one of mistaken genius, but whose works are as immortal as those of 
his neighbour, Handel. And how Ellen warmed as she spoke of 
Haydn, the chaste, the eloquent creator of " Creation :" how she 
spoKe of the too much ne^ected " Seasons," and of the terrific 
grandeur of the " Kyrie Eleison" of the Imperial Mass, as she had 
once heard it beneath the gigantic roof of Cologne ! 

• Nor was Mendelssohn forgotten — he who blent every style into 
one, and who could as readily adapt himself to the thunders of the 
Haarlem orgui as to the tender accompaniment of a love ditty. 
Tom looked with pride upon our beautiful little English heroine, as 
slie called back recollections of the " Lieder Ohne Worte" (which she 
-played almost as charmingly as Miss Goddard or Mr. Eea could 
have done), and, as by a natural association of ideas, she turned from 
the gigantic chorus amid which Elijah ascends to the bosom of his 
Grod, to the more than sublime " Blessing and Honour" of Spohr. 

We should get serious if we were to indulge our musical mclina- 
tions, and we don*t know what our readers would say. But, alas 
for human frailty ! Mr. Greenfinch has long since been " shut up" by 
Ellen's brilliant conversation, and has " wandered imseen" mto a 
cloister where all kinds of monuments are remonstrating with him. 
Meanwhile, he is trying to make out the meaning of what surrounds 
him by the help of the wrong handbook. 

From a dreadM state of bewilderment between the Komanesque 
and Byzantiue schools of architecture, our hero was rescued by a 
very soft tap from Lucy's parasol. Apologising for his inattention, 
and being neartUy chafied by Sell for his conmsed notions on the 
sublime jfft of Vifinivius, he was led to the Pompeian Court. 

What a world of history is there in Pompeii, and how exquisitely 
is the more than Sybarite luxury of this city placed before our eyes 
in this exquisite reproduction ! Even the classical deficiencies of 
Greenfinch yielded oefore the clear and practical illustration— telling 
at once ** wnat Eome had seen," and reproducing, in all the glories 
that modem skill can call forth — a scene from the life of those who 
had lived but for pleasure, and whom a sudden and horrible death 
had overtaken amidst their magnificence and their godlessness! 

Little Lucy (who hadnowfoundhertongue, being previously rather 
" dashed" by the superior powers of Ellen) had often read, and 
criedover the fate of Nydia (Bulwer's sweetest heroine, Helen only 
excepted). Mr. Greenfinch (who had always read such novels as 
were recommended by his aunt as strictly moral) had, we believe, 
tUme the same; and hence sprang up a fertile £.eld of conversation. 
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Aa for Tom, lie was making desperate love to his intended bride, on 
a rural Beat in the adjacent garden, blending some love passages 
with the details of a row, in which he had thraBhed a maccaroni 
dealer and kicked his guide, while on the road to Vesuvius. 

The place looked lovely indeed. Despite the piercing sun which 
darted through the cryst^ roof above, there was a feeling of coolness 
and tranquilhty — broken only by the lively remarks of some " little 
Fickles" in straw hats and ruddy conntonances, by the more sub- 
dued hum of the conversetion of their elders, and by the msh of 
the fountains. It is onr own private belief, that, if people want to 
fell in lore, the Pompeian Court ia a first-rate place for doing so. 
As it was, EUen and Tom had managed it already. 

Bat Sell was not to be done out of his vocation. Despite Green* 
-finch's grand impressions on entering — in defiance of Sir E. Bulwer 



shower, shjiper, and shoe baths.eiactJvontnemodem principle; that 
the implwium was used for games oibattledoro and shuttlecock (of 
which the Fompeiana were extravasantly fond), and that the beggars 
of Pompeii were in the habit of frescoing the pavement with such 
mottoes as " In deficienUft panis," " Ego sum famiiicus," " Ego 
sum vidua cum iuvenili familia," and others, which Mr. Green- 
finch's rather limited classical knowledge enabled him to swallow. 
But that Ellen returned with Hawkins, we question whether Mr, 
Oreonfinch would not have discovered that drawing a mackerel on 
the pavement was an ancient Pompeian custom, and that Mr. 



DigbyWjattwBB still anxiously endeavouring to obtain a first-rate 
specimen m order to give the full nature and spirit of eveiy-day liie. 




" B^ the way, 8yd," Sell observedi a,ftet «,{e« ■ciMs.^'?** cS. _>;S5^- 
ilnictiTe_ silence, "look here; you ought tijS)vj**3^ii»^si'^**'^'^^**>"~ 
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■ dretf or tomeiliiiiz of l^t aort. Ear joar annt, td May noUunp 

of j-oo knoir, eh ! And Mr. SeU looked profoondlyTetpecUble, 

Beiioaa, wicked, and Tuioaa «ortB of things all together. Eren 
Ellen conld not resist the miBchierona pleasore of seeing Greenfindt 
" uking tlie price" of one of the astonished snperiutendenta in the 
" printed fabric department." But he was verj cmlW treated, and, 
armed with a card and prospectus, he came back peifectlf aatasfiecL 

Bat retribution was m store for Sell. Hia pro£uui jokes aboid; 
" engagedpeople," " doing the amiable," " cominf the paternal," 
"lixikinfljordLoTellish," and a host of others, wUt^ ooatinnalljr 
made iSlen langh and Lucy blush, were shordy to fall upon hu 
own head. Beware, re scoffers at nature's first law, aiid don't 
attempt to sham indifierence while that veiy small, but verf tnnible- 
aom^ bor, commonl j known as Cupid, is stitching, knitting, darning 
BZkd sewmg'needles into your heart and your conscience. 

It ia our own private belief that everybody is to be met with at 
Bydeuham. Why should not Julias Ceesar, " arrayed in complete 
■t«el," agiun revisit theplace to sea whether his likeness has beui 
"done jnstice top" We ourselTes believe that there ia some 
"censtiiipoatfataqnietis," and that mauv a pale ghost flits past, and 
gibben if delight at some work in which the plastic art <^ the 
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{>aintel' or sculptor is ahadowing forth the tale of the days when it 
moYcd in the flesh. 

Meeting with a ghost is, however, generaUj considered unsatis- 
factory, but we onrselyes would rather meet a ghost than a dnn, 
feeling perfectly able to exorcise the spirit, and consign it to that 
SAnch dreaded mixture, the Bed Sea. Mr. Sell met somebody much 
more pleasant than either, but, to say the truth, looked " rather fall- 
moOnish," as Hawkins characteristicaLLy expresised it. 

They were sitting together, sipping some lemonade, when a 

chemb-faced child, of ei^t or nine years old, ran up to them, and 

bounded upon Sell's knee. That gentleman looked utterly astounded, 

.and then £ssed her heartily. Two ladies followed, one of whom, 

•the elder sister, was the future Mrs. Sell! Never belieye a man 

who teDs you he is not in love — somewhere. 

It was a pleasant recognition, but woe betide Sell ! Even quiet 
little Lucy could not he& taking reprisals for some of his previous 
jokes ; Greenfinch was absolutely astonished at his own wit on the 
subject, and Hawkins indulged in references to Abraham, Sir 
Thomas More, and other patriarchal authorities, together with 
alhisions to Grretna Green, breaking pitchers, and a host of abuse of 
8ell*s deceptions want of confidence. The major was nearly as un- 
merciful, and made a hideous proposal that all three couples should 
at once procure a license, and be married on the spot, observing, 
that, in the absence of a chaplain, the captain had a right. 

The G^erman band had just struck up, (and a German trombone 
passage is worth even more than a ioke), so our friends are supposed 
to be silent for a brief period, while streams of tone are doing ample 
justice to Meyerbeer's Boherio toi que faime, or to the prison song 
in '' I Lombardi.'* An organ had been talked of for the vast buil£ 
ing, but the experience of the greatest solo organ-player of our day 
showed that the scheme was impossible. Glass is an unfavourable 
material for the ** wave tones " and vibrations ; and a brass band was 
probably not only the most, but the only, efficient means of supply- 
ing a musical entertainment to the visitors of the fairylike palace. 
And all this (we don't mean our own book, but the E^bition) for 
one shilling I What miserable wretches those Eomans were, after 
aUl 

Sell (who had resumed his usual self-possession, and who, we are 
.bound to say, had no reason for feeling ashamed of his lady,) enter- 
.tained Greenfinch with an account of the monster ophicleide manu- 
.£M;tured for M. Jullien's concerts. 

*' A sad story connected with that," he observed. *' One morning 
Prosp^re was blowing away as usual, but the deuce a note could he 
get out of it. Ghipp was there, and Pratten, and a host of others, 
and Bottesini was going to make the double-bass play everything 
that you would suppose a double-bass couldn't. But the opmcleide 
was a dead failure. Lo and behold ! on taking it to pieces, a fine 
baby, dressed and equipped after the best style, was discovered 
within. On being awakened, I can assure you there was no want of 
sound." 

"Just as in repairing the organ at Christ C!k!qi^>\}£^«^ io-oss^ 
several of thepipes plugged up with dead\iats " Te^e\'tlQTa.^«j^S2{'wa5k 



60 THE ADVENTURES OF 

a really authentic anecdote as a pet-off to the outrageons bam his 
friend nad just volunteered. 

Ellen and Lucy, however, were not to be taken in this time ; so 
Mr. Sell's inventive powers were obliged to revert to an account of a 
fight with some Ethiopian Setenaders, in which he had captured 
the identical bones once wielded by the master-hand of ''Boz's 
Juba." 

Birmingham and Sheffield presented a splendid collection of im- 
plements of all kinds, and Mr. Greenfinch was profusely enhghtened 
as to the manufacture of bowie-knives, spring-guns, rat-traps (all 
christened as fancy might direct), and formed a nigh estimation of 
tthe manufacturing capaoihties of these great and industrious towns. 
But there was enough in the beautiful decorations of these courts to 
well repay the less interesting task of looking at endless knives, 
razors, and scissors. Moreover, the exquisitely tasteM arrange- 
ment of the articles exhibited, totally prevented the feeling of 
monotony which would otherwise have arisen. 

They strolled on towards the modem sculptures, in which court of 
variety Lucy fell desperately in love with the lovely effigy of a child 
sewing. The combination of childish innocence and zealous deter- 
mination of purpose in this little figure is a triumph of art and 
nature. 

But there was no deficiency of the grander and more elevated 
effi3rts of the plastic art. Colossal equestrian figures reminded the 
yisitor of the glorious Godfrey de iooulogne at the previous Exhi- 
bition ; symbolical German statues (for everything in German has 
a meaning) took the minds of our visitors sometimes to the days 
when Greece embodied her lovely conception of Minerva, sometimes 
to the times when the gauntly-armed heroes of the Niebelungen had 
dashed along on horses as brave and as reckless as themselves. It 
was but a continued change from the terrible to the tender — from 
warrior fi^^es curbing hau.f-infuriate steeds, to the mother of man- 
kind nursmg the babes whose history first stained the world with 
bloodshed, in " the first cradle." A delicious Bacchante, or a n3rmph 
worthy of Frost's wondrous colouring, relieved guard with the sterner 
beauty of some emblematic figure of art or virtue. 

The clear sunlight streamed down, and made a " glory" round 
many a head that Byzantine painters might have envied ; living 
beauty moved rapidly and enchantingly amidst beauty that seemed* 
by some stroke of a more than Eastern magician, turned into stone« 
It was impossible to be ridiculous. There is a power in real art, 
weU displayed, which robs the risible of its own weapons, and makes 
us bend in silent homage to the men who can create a new world of 
ideas, and yet reproduce those of ages long since past. 

Our young ladies were, however, beginning to feel tired, and 
time was beginning to remind all of that veiy vulgar, but very 
common matter of life, dinner. Purchasing a few of Mi. Baxter a 
exquisite oil colour views of the courts they had seen, the whole 
party quitted the building, and were speedily on the way Jbo the 
London Bridge Hotel, where the major nad ordered a dinner on the 
highest possftle pressure to which that establishment can be sub- 
mitted. 
Se was met by a few old friends, and a. mote ^jgce^^iW^ «7«sa2Wi^ 
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ooold not well be conceiyed. Lucy and Ellen, for the first time in 
ibeir lives, slept in a room overnanging the Thames : but at the 
precise moment the cock began to crow, and at the precise moment 
various bells in the metropolis were talking about nve o'clock, the 
gentlemen of our story were expressing unmitigated confidence in 
each other, apologising for huskiness in the throat, and settling the 
affairs of the whole world, and everything besides, over an amount 
of punch—- which can only be ascertained by applying to the waiter. 



CHAPTEE IX. 

KR, OSEENFINOH AND OTHER FBOFLB FEEL TIBED, AND WITH DIFFEBEKT 
SEASONS — ^MR. OBEENFINCH BECOMES FBACTICALLY ACgUAINTBD WITH 
. THE MANNEBS AND CUSTOMS OF 'MEBBDS ENGLAND/ AS OBSEBVED AT 
CHALK FABM FAIB. 

Eyebybody slept rather late next morning, or, at all events, lay 
late for Lucy and Ellen had spent half the ni^ht in talking, and the 
consumption of punch and cigars by our kni^nts possibly nad some- 
ttdng to do with the manner in which shavmg- water got cold, and 
even soda-water was, for a time, unheeded. Nevertheless, all 
appeared in excellent order, and made an excellent breakfast previous 
to starting for Highgate. 

* But' to-day the dnvewas to be "something like fun," as Tom 
expressed it. A famous four-in-hand had been engaged; and the 
iiajor and his wife returned home in their quiet brougham, while 
Hawkias and Sell alternately divided the admiration of the ladies, 
listonished apple- women, and cautiously abstained &om " slaughter 
of the innocents," as they drove through the crowded streets. 

They did not, however, go direct home. HoUoway, Finchley, and 
Hampstead Heath were all visited. The horse required a feed (or, 
more properly speaking, his drivers wanted an excuse for destroying 
two bottles of Bass, whereof, we are not sorry to say, our young 
ladies partook), and Sell took the opportunity of inquiring the 
health of a great many imaginary people, as weU as of surrep- 
titiously purwiasing a " fun of the fair' from an itinerant on his 
way to Chalk Farm. 

For " be it known by these presents," that the lively season of 
Whitsuntide, though past, was being kept up much in the style in 
which " remember the grotto " is kept up when no eatable oysters 
are to be had. Sell (who had himself been about with a caravan for 
several weeks) took an intense interest in public exhibitions of all 
Idnds, and would have as soon missed a first-rate pantomime and 
tragedy got through in fifteen minutes, as he would have lost one of 
Maeready*s last performances. Moreover, he and Hawkins had de- 
cided on introducing Greenfinch to the merriments of that estab- 
lishment. 

■ The girls were very tired. The excitement which is invariably 
produced by a collection of splendid and varied objects is nearly as 
fatiguing as the labour spent in traversing the space they occaj:?^'^ , 
All three looked languid, and amicably disposed ioT Tft^\.% «s\QLQvsE.*Osfit^'& 
gentlemen left soon after dinner, ramex m \ke \L\xx£LQva iort Tss^a^siiBL 
-^"GreenJSnch included. 
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We regret to say thafc, if statistical informaticni was muTerially 
insisted upon, Mr. Sell's name would appear as connected with im 
deprivation of light caused by the sunmuury catting off of gas. 
That he was a great patron to the glass trade was equally evident 
from the result of some " dead shots " whidi reduced uie lampa 
along an unfinished and unpoliceman'd street to a coUection of 
framework. 

. Greenfinch was getting vicious. He talked about fighting yariouft 
indefinite people, and was altogether in a very fit state for a visit to 
Chalk Farm fair. Sell was meditating a row, and Tom, with his 
general self-possession, was conveying various points of information 
to Greenfinch, which the'^inteUectuM digestion of that gentlemaa 
mabled hinn to swallow with marvellous facility. 

They passed the grand rotunda where the engines are kept, and 
which was, therefore, pointed out to Mr. Greenfinch as the meeting- 
chamber of the l)irector8 of the North-Westem-- and were aoon 
amidst a host of " we don't know what's." An awful row was g<Mng 
on. Gt>ngs banging from rival theatres, while the performers (whoso 
costume seemed as unchangeable as their Englisn) danced a quad- 
rille in a style that would have astonished Mesdames Gilbert or 
Sosina Wright — the firing of very original rifles with the view of 
obtaining a certain amount of hazel nuts (a genuine case of ccusa 
nuxj, and a delicate assortment of the various expletives with whu^ 
the English language is so richly stored, bombarded the ears of ]^* 
Ghreennncb. 

Everybocy, rs is usual in an English mob, was in everybodjr's way. 
JN'ot a soul thoughv of 8<K;ommodating himself to the neict person, 
nor had any one the sense to perceive that pushing and shoving i$ 
not always the besi; way to get on in the world— even at the pit en- 
trance of a theatre. Our mends kept very close together, walked 
very qtdetly, and thereby saw everytning, and saw it well, — ^though 
we cannot say much for the entertainment. 

'* Walk up, ladies and gentlemen, walk up, if you please, just 
a-goingtobegin. The wonderful performing monkies, themas wos over 
w5h Capting Parry with the Artie Hexpedishun. Walk up, ladies 
and gentlemen, children 'arf price, walk up— the same as wos all out 
at the diskivery of Hegupt and all them places — iust like Christians, 
ladies and gentlemen, plays the cymbals, and drinks beer ea natural 
as any young 'ooman a nursing of'^twin babies." 

Such was the announcement rrom a monkey-trainer in front of a 
monkey show. But the mob hung back ; monkeys can be seen in 
the " United and Happy Family," without hal^ence. 

"What's the damage?" asked Sell, leading Greenfinch to the 
ladder that gave entrance to the mass of sticks and canvas. 

" Veil, if you wos poor people, I should say, tuppence but as you 
ban't, a penny. There,, now !" 

" Go a-head, then," said Tom, nrounting the platform, " begin 
at once, and I'U go in for a pot;" and he threw down a shilling, 
observing aside uiat "it was no end of fun to see a monkey 
screwed. ' 

The performance was but slow. Monkeys — at least, performing 
imes, always appear tons the very beau ideal oiTcdser^ — and, despite 
the excellent maimer in wbicli one oi t^eae *'\xDJAaJ5VSsvia Qt\£oa&s:^ 
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natoie" (m MiBB Barney calls them) swept the floor, while tho othec 
j^yed iii» i^^bals, one could not help feeling pit; rathei thou 



Having dispensed some beer (of which the monk^s partook 
freely), mey adioamed to a theatre where the " Rival Brotners, or 
the Demon of the Highlands," vas announced for immediate per- 
fonnanoe, to be followed by a comic song, and a pantomime. So 
imfiressed was Mr. Greenfinch by this sublime performanoe, that 
we hare been enabled, fay the help of his note-book, to present oai 
readers with the authentic copyright of nearly the whole pro- 
ceedings, together with our own annotations. 

Scene I. — A giga/atio pocket hmdkercki^, or tomeihing qf that 

fciad; fomr mutton eandUa, and oru fiddle by way of orchettra. 

.SMo- Alohzo (vnthoat tlating the authority that tnahet tuck a 
MMM Seottith, and armed tciti a smord qf tome eetUwy or olh«r.) 
"Ay! 'tiseren so, but I must dissemble." 

{Snt*r the Sinai Srother, Babba£obba,,/>vm» tometeicre.) 

BlSBAEOBSA (dodging tlotoly behind lii» brother). "ViU^I thy 
time is come. The heavy reckoning that awaits the living vampire of 
&a skyies (obterve the prowwtteiation) Bhall one day deal death and 
misery upon thv gmlty ed." . . ■ ; 

CoitlQ Miis (appearing very tuddenly, and forno apparent reaam), 
" "What's the row ! I say, don't you be a Sphting, or I'll teU your 
motiier." {Disaj^eaTt, and the brothere ruM into each olker't arm*, 
whUe " the Qhosf' qf tia e*taMithmmt e^pe^-t, and rpreadt what 
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would elsewhere he taken for a dirUf nigkigofjon over their heads, and 
gives a blessing qf that peculiar Style which is so seldom heard-^off 
the stage. Green-baize falls, and enter the " Comic Man'* again.) 

Scene II. As before. 

. Comic Man {thrusting his head beneath his legs, and licking both 
his ears), " Here we are again, how wosyour mother next. Saturday 
week. Did you see the queen in the park to-morrow." (Enthu^ 
siastic applause.) 

(Enter Tumbling-Boy, who falls down for no pa/rtteular reason, 
. and is wheeled off by the Clown, and JinaXly kicked,) . 

Comic Man. " How's the leather?" (Applause redoubled.) 

Here Mr. Sell*s impatient imagination could no longer stand still, 
and he addressed the performer with the popular mterrogatory, 
" Parlez vous Franjais P ' 

" Like a native" responded the " Comic Man," ** only when I 
tuml^led over your gran<miother's pail while she was a-cleaning the 
doorsteps, the shock druv* it out of my *ed.*' 

Mr. Sell felt his inferiority, and said nothing, and'a dance between 
the whole of the characters (the " ghost" included) terminated the 
performance. 

The place was now crowded to suffocation. Thieves, babies, ser- 
vant maids, "navvies," and people in general, were squeezing 
and crushing each other in a truly English style; the swings 
were going to and fro as if water-in-the-bram was a desirable attain- 
ment—round-abouts (in which the elephant and the donkey were of 
precisely the same size as the goat) were laden with children ; and 
venturous speculators were hazarding unheard-of sums on the turn- 
ing-tables, where the index invariably points t6 nothing, or to some- 
thmff of equivalent value. 

"Three throws a penny !** exclaimed a lively voice. " Walk up, 
gents !" 

And Mr. Grreenfinch ventured upon this moderate speculation with 
the three sticks, but, we regret to say, that the porcelain do^s, plas- 
ter of Paris parrots, and snuff-boxes, invariably feU into the hole. 
Unfortunately, however, he succeeded in hitting the shins of the 
owner of the sticks, who was only pacified by the timely administra- 
tion of a shilling. Sell (who was a splendid boxer) felt rather 
annoyed at pacific overtures having been made or accepted. 

Away from the sticks, and into a dancing-booth, where quadrilles 
(varied by emphatic touches of the double shuffle, college hornpipe, 
and other saltatory miscellanies,) went on with great spirit. Green- 
finch's friends were too fond of funtolet the present opportunity escape, 
and Mr. Greenfinch found himself the partner of a lady of fifty (in 
the gingerbread-nut line), with a policeman for his vis-a-vis. As to 
Hawkins and Sell, they were dancing together in ■ the most enthu- 
siastic style, reminding both of the days when each had "taken 
lady " alternately in a polka over the head of some hapless hard- 
headed and iiard-reading man. 
Some bad fireworks terminated tlie enterl^Mmieafca («vich as they 
were) of the evening, and all three Btto\ie3L\>«yek. \iO ^<& I^Aj^^^, 
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And in puTsouice of this obaerTation, our three gentlemen went to 
about half a dozen caainoa, inolndin^ a "threepenny hop" near 
Whitecfaapel, spent about a eoTereien in cab hire, and retomed home 
thoroughly tired, aa the bell of St. Mary -le- Strand indicated four 
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SPLITTLNG heiBJaiJut 






evening, and ■ 
to loriB TariooB Bchemca of repent^ce 
and refbnnatioD. Tom «aa coniraence 
•truck, as the tboughta of a fhtnre 
hotoe, Yiiik Ellen for du compamon 
of his fireside, with, perchance, a 
■milinK babe in her irBu, as con- 
trasted with iht cmdily aad rongh- 
ness of a bMbdor life. He thought 
of long sums aqnanclered IB, and long 
bills due for, frolim among prize- 
fightere and do^-dealers, and fell to 
mentally wondering what it wonld cost 
to famish a house, togetherwitli diyen 
notions as to the expensos of a nursery- • 

Yaw !" ejaenlBtod Sell, entering 
his room, in a itate of depression 

and SeidUtz powders. "What confounded folly these lovt are; 
thongh we did bring away that bell-pull splendidly!" 

It will be seen from tius, that the conduct of our young gentle- 
men during the prcrious night had not been of the moat qTuet 
or orderly character. They had, in fact, been thorounhly " on 
the loose." ^r. Greenfinch had tried to assault a policeman, bat 
as that gentleman was a personal acquaintance of Sell's, the affair 
was hashed up in peaceful oblivion. He had next treated a number 
of carters to coffee at a stand, and had bandied slang with some 
costermODgers with creditable sacceas, finally being conducted home 
and put to bed half-undreased. 

" Yaw !" recip^Jcated Hawking trembliacfererishly beneath the 
counterpane; " I feel like a dried eelskin. TDo, forpity's sake, give 
me that soda water, and I aUl junp op. Eh, Greenfiuch!" he 
added, as that genUenun entava, kvoking very woe-bcgone, even 
like Hector as he wi^ Priam in the dead of night. Our whole 
party were, altogether, not lusgeBlire of brilliancy. Prowling 
about the streets is all very well, <wt it is an amusement which coata 
money — and headaches. 

•' I feel as if I should like to hang myself, or go to the diggings, 
or something of that sort," observed Mr. Greenfinch. " What an 
Mffful shame it was, your turning off that gas at the Adelphi." 
" Not BO bad as jour shying tiiOBC'p\a5-tiill\>OMdadci'(ni the ares 
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of Somenet Honae," replied Sell, * or aa yonr chalking the insid* 
of the cab with your aunt'i iiama md address !" 

" I'm dashed if I shan't g«t marriod, and do the patriarchal," 
observed Hawkins. " Beiag node mtkes a fellow so — unsettled. 
"Why, it doesn't suit even joo. Sell I" 

" Sorrow a hap'orth/'e^iedtliatgeotiemaii. " I shall be obliged 
to torn Christian Tike Iik« &b test. Bat we must have inst a few 
parting Tisits to old hannta, fbt matrimony is a serious undertakings 
and once tied up with, our mm particular Ellen or Lucy, there ar« 
no more * cakes and ale,' ezoept of tlie peaceful domestic style." 

" I must sit down, and try and clear my head for an affectionate 
epistle," resumed HBwkint. " It's Ellen's biriJiday, and I am 
going to dine with them qmto in private. What the deui>e shall I 
write? Confound one's stupidity!" 

Greenfinch, vmder the care of Sell, breakfaeied, and went out for 
a ride in the Park, where be did not create a sensation or make him- 
self ridiculous. Meiziwliile, Tom wrote a bilki doux of congratu- 
lations to his best bdoved, whieb would hate been pronounced very 
Bentimental and poetical, and which showed all tie de^tt at feaVa^ 
as a honeat and maulj sElcctiOD Bbou\d diapiay . 

Saving deepatohed this effusion foi iVe 'be-a^X. c1 'QaaS, -jwout 
F 2 
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lady's album (over which, it may be presumed, she cried a great deal 
■wiui Lucy for company), he tool horse, and, after five and twenty 
miles hard riding, found himaelf icesh. enough, despite the pre- ' 



■welcomed her on her birthday. The major and hia lady of course 
kept discreetly ont of the way. 

" How handsome yon look, Tom," sdd " puss," gazing with no 
small admiratioa upon her future husband, who, it is umieceaaary to 
eay, was " got up' in a manner worthy the occasion. 

" A bad boy, Ellen, though. I ghall never be a good man till 1 
have you to protect and thinlc for me. A man alone is a man power- 
less." And a glimpse of past irreEfularities shot rapidly and pain- 
fnllr across Tom's mind, as he agam kissed the httle fairy who had 
made his life a charmed one, and as he made up his mind to " read 
like bricks," and astonish the envious eyes of Oxford in general by 
tiie sight of his beautifdl nife. 
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Ellen felt the deep tenderness of his gaze, and said, with a little 
tear or two just peeping from her dark eyes, " you will be steady, 
Tom ; you have plenty of goodness of head and heart, and — ^you 
love me." 

** And we are to be all alone this evening, dearest, and what a 
walk we will take," replied her lover, quite wnling to dispense even 
with having Greenfinch to roast — on this occasion. 

My dear reader, if you are to be a decent individual, ^et engaged. 
If there is no guiding spirit of a mother's love to restram your life 
and curb your natural proneness to mischief, seek it in the friendship 
and counsel of one, who, while she clings as the ivy to the oak, stiH 
gives her diare of support to the stronger stem she encircles. 

Get engage<?, we say again. Trouluous and wearisome may be 
the anxieties of your early loves — more wearisome the prudential 
cautions of your wise friends (who, by the way, are prooably ilie 
owners of large families already), but if you would detach yourself 
from those homeless tastes— those feelings in which neither mother, 
sister, nor wife can be your companion — those ill-thoughts in which 
you are lost to the very dream-likeness of all three — ^then may there 
burst upon you, as light out of darkness, as purity from corruption, 
ike semblance of thebeing whose love is to encircle your life with 
a firmer and more mysterious speU than the little gold bauble 
which, trifling though it be, should symbolize the eternity of your 
affection, the constancy of your happiness. 

Get engaged, we repeat, (and our " engaged " readers will thank 
us for the tautology.) Think of your own selfish life, with nought 
to welcome it ; imsatisfied even in its own indistinct self satisfaction. 
If the life-blood of youth — if the soul-inspired fire of that deep love 
which is one day to subside into the deeper and more loveable state 
of tender esteem for one now grown older, and of still tenderer care 
for those whose years are onfy blushing into maturity — ^if such be 
the highest, the most heaven-called inspirations of life, we again 
repeat our advice, and this time, with a heavier monition—" Be 
worthy of her to whom you are engaged." 

If tne reader has not already taken out his watch to ascertain 
how long the above lecture has lasted, we shall content ourselves 
either by thanking him for his patience, or by supposing that he, 
being seriously in love himself, will adopt our advice 5 either sup- 
position beine equally flattering to both parties. 

To retum,however, to our very particular favourites, Tom Hawkins 
and Ellen Ihidley. Their loves had been of early growth ; she " as 
a dark-hit^'red, slightly mischievous little girl,' well remembered 
a boisterous play-feUow, and very distant cousin, (by the way, when 
or where do pr^ople cease to be cousins to each other, if the young 
lady be agreea^^leP) who was always in a washerwoman's condition— 
aliiis, in hot wa, t. If linen blew ofi" the line, who but Tom was in 
possession of the. pegs? If the wall of the large 'garden was un- 
accountably scaled; and the whole of the broken-bottle defence re- 
moved, who but ^§r^n was the successful author of the escapade P If 
Miles, the butchfcT-b<f)y, appeared (as he did once) with his left eye 
bearing a rainb(?W-li]Ae colouring, who was the young gentLetnaaa."^\iSi 
had " ^one in and vui3\ » as the vSlage ciocYerj -isiet^ia5^^<5!e»^s£^sife^^' 
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III fact, Tom Hawkins had been a very fast yoan^ gentleman 
from liis earliest days. He had been to all soiiB ot edocaticmal 
•stablishments, and had learnt eyerjthing the mastem cotdd teadi 
him, besides a great deal more which they wonld never haye pat down 
ftmonj^ the items of their educational course. He had been tlirashed ; 
Imt his own capability, both physical and inteUectoal, for thraahiTig • 
other boys (tiie " cock " of tne particislar school always included). 
Tendered such a transaction rather a matter of amusement than 
sufTering, and the consequence was, that Mr. TomHawldns led ths 
•dyance-guard in every row, &om the untiling of an xmfinished 
lioase to the successful *' barring-out " of a scho^master. 

Always looking forward to an easy and opulent position in Hfe, 
he had been indulged by his guardians with more money than was 

S*te fit to be placed in such juvenile hands. Scarcely a school 
d they were more than half-a-dozen) did he visit where he did 
not gain one or two prizes, thrash the biggest boy, get into some 
tremendous row, and leave his schoolmates stocked for weD nigh 
half a quarter's sickness with sweetmeats and smuggled viands of 
every variety. It was not wonderful that such a yoimg gentleman 
should have been echoed from school to school as the most popular 
of popular schoolboys, and that, when he finally went to Eton, 
(where, however, he remained but a short time), he should have 
been, received rather as an accomplished young gentleman of the 
world, than as a juvenile to be instructed in the art of boot« 
cleaning, and washing cofiee-cups. 

Despite all his wudness and irregularity, Hawkins possessed a 
strong brain, and did not let it lie fallow. Natural quickness of 
apfprdiension, aided by a splendid memory, and a taste of the most 
renned description, had made him a finished scholar. Perhaps, if he 
had been less quick in seizing an idea, or comprehending a subject, 
his study of it would have been more complete, and ms attention 
more condensed ; but no one who talked with him could ever have 
dreamt of him as an ignorant or superficial man. If he warmed 
with a subject among those whom he knew as capable of entering 
into its details, his power shone forth ; if he moved merely among 
the Mvolous and the pleasure-seeking, such was he with them. 

Want of parental control, however, had done much to injure his 
really fine disposition. Constantly accustomed to yield to impulse, 
he had been tne hero of many an act from which his better con* 
Science now revolted. A restless, mischievous love of fun kept him 
ever on the alert, and the very idea of a practical joke or absurd 
adventure would canr him off* to Aix-la-Chapelle at six hours' 
notice, or find him scaling the gates of his college at thyje o'clock in 
the morning. 

• He was Sways a favourite. College tutors are gtf'derally kind, as 
fSur as conscience can allow them to be so ; and, ^' e are bound to 
say, Mr. Tom Hawkins had drawn rather larg^^y on their good- 
nature. If the lecture-board was found covered -v^ith an account of 
the forthcoming performances at the Haymarifc^at Theatre-|-if the 
chapel-door Iock was plugged with cheese, or tVlJ.e pavement in front 
of the warden's lodgmgs found piled into a nort d Btonehenge in 
4he middle o£ quad, Hawkins was generaiiy^^^^j^tfst *^^ "^ri^5^><« 
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worse 8til], the sospected criminal. If two geese were missing from 
Port Meadow, or if the gigantic knocker was temporarily absent 
£rom a house facing Merton Chapel, Tom was the man. And, con- 
sidering that thia young gentleman's time was spent in reading at 
imknown hours, and in rows at all times when other men were sup* 
posed to be reading, his singular success is not matter for surprise. 

But all tiiis while he had been keeping up a quiet correspondence 
with Ellen. That she should not be nis had never entered his 
head, and, we belieTe, the youn^ lady was equally settled on the 
subject. But all his frienHs wished him to enter the law, and 
qualify himself for some high position hereafter, at which his present 
handsome fortune fvlly rendered him fit to aim. He read classics 
tremendously, spent the long vacations in Paris, Venice, or 
Ghamouny, and rambled all over our own three kingdoms in the 
shorter ones. With a quick eye, and a penetrating mind, he read 
and understood manners and customs, whether in stones or in people, 
whether in the wondrous sculptured encyclopaedia of Notre Dame 
de Chartres, or in the slums of the Quartier Latin or of White- 
ohi^el ; and, go whither he would, he learnt, and believed there 
was more to learn. 

Ellen was the gem around which the pure golden part of his life 
was set. In his wildest and most careless moments, her little, inno- 
eent» gentle face, yet beaming with an intelligence that told of the 
future woman, wandered before his eyes, hovered in his brain, and 
oftentimes brought back the recreant to himself. Lively and spirited 
in disposition, she was a fuU match for him at any time ; graoeftil 
and sensitive, she held a magical power over him, from \mich he 
never felt — ^never wished himself — emancipated. 

If we were Brsntome, we have no doubt we could have got Ellen 
a Tery respectable place among les femmes celhhres of the present 
day; but we prefer keeping her to ourselves, as that delicious 
specimen of the English woman — of the woman, who, as Bulwer has 
delightftdly exemplified in lus best novel, not only " exalts," but 
** consoles. ' 

Could we write details of children's love, we might teU strange 
sarrstiTes of how Ellen had cried over-Tom's hani fifesh from ^9 
eane of some uneducated Busby of the nineteenth century. We • 
might tell a tale of the first real tears Tom ever shed, when, the 
momiiLg of his starting early for school for the first time, " nurse*' 
brought hiTn slily into the room where little Ellen slept — of how ho 
kissed thie Httle hand that hung listlessly down — of how he stifled a 
rising sob, for fear of wakening her from her slumber; and how he 
blubbered half the way, and forgot the packet of sandwiches which 
had been provided for his refreshment on the box-seat. The coach- 
man himself was melted, and our young gentleman gratefully 
sucked a "minim" of brandy-and- water, tried to talk about horses, 
and smuggled ofi* a very afieotionate letter to Ellen the next 
morning. 

■ " But this has nothing to do with Highgate," exclaims some 
reader who cannot stand a " retrospective review," not even of his 
own courtship — ^but this is delicate ground. We differ in our 
opinion. We honestly believe that it is ^oss>^kAe, ^TA^.^^'^'bi^^^^Nf^ 
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make love in any part of the four kingdoms, and that Highgate is 
far from an unprepossessing spot for so doing. And so we premise 
tiiat Mr. Tom Hawkins is behaving as well towards the charming 
little heroine of his early affections as any gentleman who reads this 
book can be expected to do. 

. It was delightM to slip away alone, even &om their kind friend 
the major's. To chat over events long past, even in their young 
lives — ^to call back early associations in wnich nought but love ana 
tenderness bore a part — to think of the time when, as orphans, they 
had known each other only as cared for by the Mends who had 
taken a parent's place. And it was Ellen's birthday ! Did not the 
very evening, as the moon looked calmly on, and the birds trilled 
wild melodies among the trees, and as an occasional moth wriggled 
his way through the deepening blue, seem sanctified to the lit^e 
guardian saint of Tom's existence P 

There was even a sadness in EUen's beauty that evening. It is 
possible to be too happy. And yet, ever and anon, burst forth a 
strain of merriment that would have tantalized even the " gentle- 
man citizen." Hawkins was wholly subdued. He thought only of 
EUen. Trees, fields, cows, ponds, scenery of aU kinds, gave way as 
he looked into her lovely and intellectual face, and read in it 
problems of his future life — and solved them happily. 

How they saimtered about those lovely lanes, with their quaint 
amorous names I How Tom felt paternally resolved to give halq>ence 
to every boy or girl they met, and thought of some probable urchins 
who would hereafter " take after him" m his talent and love of nsds- 
chief, and of some smiling, confiding cherub who would nestle to his 
heart, and look through his soul with ner mother's eyes ! 

Dear reader ! have you ever spent an evening better, or as weU P 
Have you ever felt as if the happiness of a whole life was crowded 
into a few hours, in which you were at peace with all the world ; in 
which your conscience was, and justly, at rest ; and in which you 
knew no feeling but deep, earnest, unutterable love P Have you 
known the happmess of bemg a child for the like period— of pluclong 
wild flowers to deck the bonnet of her whose laughing face re- 
proached you for being silly, and who only made you do sillier 
things, that she mi^ht lau^ again P Such was the evening our 
lovers spent. Sometimes thinking with heads downcast^ and then 
laughing heartily as some inward motive of the soul prompted a bit 
of miscmef. How Ellen suddenly upset Tom into a tolerably prickly 
hedge, and ran away ; and how old Lord — (who was mooning 
about his grounds) stared at the little fairy, as Tom caught her, wit£ 
her bonnet hanging on her shoulders, and fairly out of breath ! 

Buralizin^ was quite in character with Tom's tastes — ^provided he 
had EUen with him. Otherwise, we are afraid that shooting in iAfB 
Highla^nds, clearing down a rick, in company with an umimited 
stock of bull-terriers, the drag, fox-hounds, or a row with a turnpike 
keeper, were the only things that would have tempted him away 
from the busy hum of London. And we ourselves care little for 
walks in the country, for their own sake. That they afford a certain 
repose to the mind cannot be questioned, but that that very reposo 
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is Dot more tedious thin the mental fatigue H is meant to retiere, to, 
to DU£ own mind, far from certein. 

They had strolled far on, and were now retumins, Tom's arm en- 
circling Ellen'a waist, a8 their oonverMtion^w"itoepor and deeper 
Btill," and as the manlj tenderness of his roioe seemed to pour forth 
some fresh and undiscovered stream of affection, she felt as though 
she never knew how much he had loved her — perhaps he had him* 
self been nearly as ignorant. 

Altogether, it was a lovely dream by twilight, and only the slight 
chilling air of a late evening reminded either of our favourite pair 
that it TVas time to leave off chasing each other along creen bMke, 
getting canght, and talking lovingly. Two happier birds never 
" billM and coo'd" on Talen tine's lEiy. 

Flayin? and sin^ng, and chatting, and a long farewell, sent Tom 
Hawkins nome at alato hoar, and, asvisit number two to the exhibition 
was appointed for the following day, our three gentlemen cont«nted 
IhianselTefl with quietly playing whist till three o'clock, in company 
with a highly "iieard and moustache movement" young artist &om 
Digby Wyatt's office, and woke much more refreshed than on the 




previous morning. Moreover, Hawkins had made arrangements for 
a ladies' party at hia own rooms, on theii leVKafeanx Sloft'^-is>R»i 
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and Mrs. M^Scullery's serriees were shortly superseded by those of 
JBilen's lady*8 maid and a couple of seryanl^ from the major's. 



CHAPTEE XL 

TPHB SEOOND VISIT — ^MR. TOM HAWKINS APPEAES FOR THE URST TIME AS A 
PUBLIC LBCTUBER — AND HOW MB. SYDENHAM GREENFINCH PASSED 
SOME LITTLE TIME IN STRANGE COMPANY. 

As we can thoroughly rely • upcm the talents of our artist, Mr. 
M'Connell, we need not say that all our party looked especially 
weil, especially Hawkins and Ellen, as they paraded the long vistas 
on their second visit, and till they reached the magnificent view in 
-what we may fairly call the Egyptian transept. There may be- 
indeed, there is — some doubt as to the propriety of colouring the 
q»hinzes who form an avenue up to the colossal statues from the 
tomb at Aboo Sambel; but there can be none as to the unquestionably 
magnificent efiect of the whole. A flood of fresh and of real know- 
ledge seemed to burst upon Greenfinch's mind as these colossal 
wonders of the past world were revealed to his gaze in their full 
proportions, and as he contrasted them with the representations 
afforded by the meagre woodcuts in some of his early school-books, 
Nor was Lucy less astonished and delighted, as she listened to the 
accounts given by the major, who knew Professor Lepsius, had 
ascended the great pyramid, and wore a snuff-box made out of the 
materials of tie mighty ruins of Kamak. Less deeply read than 
Hawkins, his knowledge was still of a refined and accurate cha- 
racter, and was moreover strengthened by deeper experience. 

But Hawkins was bent on fun. Becopising some friends (who 
were likewise very partial to Ellen), he began an extemporaneous 
show, which, without making much noise, speedily collected a crowd 
— ^a thing very easy to do in this hxfipj and curious country. 

" This, ladies and gentlemen (particularly addressing Greenfinch), 
is the andro-sphynx, so oaQed from its being one half man, and the 
other half something else. Observe l^e form of his hair, resembling 
a striped night-cap, and remark the pattern of his beard. His tail, 
if you observe, ladies and gentlemen, is wound gracefully round his 
body, as if in the act of flapping away the scarabsuSy or Egyptian 
beetle, which is said to be particularly troublesome to these ani- 
mals." 

" Do be quiet, Tom,** whispered EUen, laughing all the while. 

''These coloi^&l figuijes, ladies and gentlemen,'* continued our 
classic hero, " are, so to say, the Siamese twins of Egyptian antiquity. 
They were both distinguished for their amiability, and, as Mr. 
Albert Smith says of the St. Bernard's dogs, their stupidity like- 
wise. Under such circumstances, they received immortal honours, 
and were placed, as you see, to guard the entrance of a grand temple, 
sacred to the memory of somebody, whose name I forget. Observe 
the ski]} of the artist in hitting the precise amiability of countenance 
which BO much distinguished them daring life. Hardbake, it is 
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well known, was an EgyptiMi InxiUT. and theae two heroes ars 
anppoa«d to hare juat anncafaly divided the laat of, their poeket- 
money, and to be sucking the results." 



/i^ 




" Too bad," said little sentimental Jane, Sell's veiy soft and femi- 
nine-Looking partner; "I cannot bear to hear such noble works 
divested of the romance with which we aaaoeiat« them." 

" Wwt till you hear it, my dear madam," rephed Hawkins. " The 
hirtory of these two statues is most remarkable. These two bro- 
thers, ladies and ^ntlemen, wcro so notoriously stnpid, that neither 
eonld tell himself from the other. So, it came to pass, that when 
Oneof them died of choking himself with part of an alligator that 
went the wrong way, the other could not be persuaded that he him- 
self was not t& person choked, and so they were buried in ono 
grave, like Lord Loveyeil and Lady NanCT Bell." 

Walking on to the grand transept; " That, ladies and gentlemen, 
is the lantern of Demosthenes, ao called from its having been used 
by that diBtingnished orator (it originally was fitted up with bom 
panes of glass, if I may be allowed the eiOTession) in preparing his 
speeches for ihe miblic press of Athena. Those two horaeB are the 
identical beasts wnieh Castor and Pollux used in order to carry off 
Helen, when she eloped with Agamemnon after his return from the 
Peloponnesian war. 

This last was too much, even for Greenfinch, and so Tom began 
to be sensible agaiu. 

The hawk-headed deities in the Ninevite Court next afforded 
theme for distmssion, Sell avowing ^ V&tf 'iiiai. "Oiib^ ■««% tmsj^is.- 
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money-lenders, and Hawkins observing that one of them might 
possibly have been a theatrical manager, and that Mr. Kean had 
therefore been mistaken in playing any part in " Sardanapalus" but 
that of his own natural vocation. The bulls, of course, were un- 
mercifully treated, Sell declaring that there must have been no 
necessity for a " beard and moustache movement" in those d&jB^ 
and Hawkins appropriating Mr. Vaux* joke about the British. 
Museum being nke Smithfield cattle-market. 

" It must have been very convenient to carry so much literature 
about with one,** said Tom, in reference to the cuneiform inscrip* 
tions with which the figures are nearly covered. " Fancy a fellow 
only having to turn up tne tail of his coat, and have the wWe news 
of the week on his own person.** 

" Ay, or a whole string of comic songs, such as ' Astyages the 
henpecked,' * Nimrod knocked at de palace-door, de ole bull say as 
him not come in.' " 

" Don't be profane, William," remonstrated Jane. 

""No, my little guardian angel," he replied; "but there is no 
reason why Sardanapalus shouldn't have loved a comic song as well 
as I do; in fact, history goes rather to prove that he did." 

The Egyptian court was duly admired and commented upon, and 
they entered the wondrous " Hall of Lions," the great and favourite 
object and triumph of Mr. Owen Jones* decorative studies. Re- 
duced as it is from its original proportions, it presents a gorgeous 
blaze of gold and colours, almost resembling lacework in the minute- 
ness of their combinations, while the stalactic arches emulate the 
pendant glories of Stafia or the Mosaic beauties of some fairy palace 
at the Lyceum. E/cminiscences of Albert Smith's clever burlesque, 
in which Messrs. Keeley and Wigan displayed such inimitable 
inefficiency in the art of street-tumbling, and in which some regular 
street-music was heard, for doubtless the first time, in the H31 of 
Lions. Tom was ftdl of historical recollections of the murder of the 
Abencerrages, together with the story of the blood-stains which so 
many centuries have beenimable to efface from the marble pavement 
that surrounds the fountain. Mr. Flexmore's admirable realization 
of the three princess' pet monkey was not, however, forgotten; but 
sententious little Jane thought such exhibitions rather degrading 
than entertaining. 

The Eoman Court was the next object of attention, and here the 
classical attainments of our friends found ample employment and 
material. A few jokes from the major about Venus Victorious, 
Cupid and Psyche, and other similar statues, from time to time 
brought an occasional blush into the faces of two of our heroines, 
but made no impression upon the more self-possessed countenance 
of Ellen. 

The Colosseum, and its gladiators, suggested other private allu- 
sions to St. Martin's-lane and Windmill-street; but the rich groups 
of statuary prevented much joking, till they again reached the grand 
transept, where Tom and Lucy had wickedly made up their minds 
to lose Mr. Greenfinch. 

Accordingly, while Tom was gazing at " the first cradle," they 
slipped down the staircase, and Mr. Greenfinch, contriving to take 
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the wrong one, found himself in an as yet incomj>Ieted part of the 
building, among a mass of half-finisned machinery, and rough 
mAtfflitd towards the completion of the lower part of the vast struc- 
ture. Locality was far from being a strong bump in Mr. Green- 
finch's development; and on getting back into the building, he got 
intc^ tbe eihiMxlogical department, surrounded by a set of strange, 
outlandish figures, who stared at him with profound unmeaning- 
ness, while a nost of wild beasts, engaged in various antics, formed 
a most ominous-looking assemblage. 

He wandered and wandered about, feeling much vexed at being 
separated £rom his party, and wondering much at the strange objects 
wno were looking so strangely full of grotesque meaning, but so 
utterly unlike ^ything ever seen before. Time grew on, and he 
began to fear that he should never find them in time to return. 

Suddenly he espied what he believed to be the bonnets of his 
party at a distance in the park, and quickly made haste in that 
direction. They turned a comer, however, and, while looking at 
some of the lovely parterres of flowers and flowering-shrubs, wnich 
seemed to have gathered themselves together as one mighty nosegay 

E resented by the universe, he totally lost sight of them, and foimd 
imself on the borders of the antediluvian lake, surrounded by 
unknown shapes of trees and ferns, and among a set of animals who 
utterly siirpassed even Mr. Hawkins' imaginative account of them 
in the earlier portion of this veritable history. 

Meanwhile the entrance into the Palace from the grounds was 
dosed, and Mr. Greenfinch knew nothing of the exits which were 
still left for the workmen into the Anerley-road. He felt very un- 
comfortable. The ichthyosauros did not look convivial, and the 
iguanodons, monstrous as they were, did not seem first-rate com- 
pany to spend the night with. The megatherium was banqueting 
o£F his tree ; but even had he invited Greenfinch to share it, that 
gentleman was not in the habit of supping ofi* such very invigorating 
diet, and nothing but a cheerless prospect of spending the whole 
evening amidst me remains of a world not generally suggestive of 
livelmess. 

However, he resolved to make the best of it, and take the chance 
of getting extricated out of his dilemma. Having lately taken to 
smoking, lie lit a cigar, and quitting the lake, got amongst a wilder- 
ness of trees, some standing, some uprooted brushwood, brick rub- 
bish, and other tokens of the progress which was so rapidly turning 
the beautiful old wood into the more artificial, but still more beau- 
i^faljardin ornSe. By dint of losing himself a couple of dozen times, 
bruising his shins as often, and getting into a state of utter bewilder- 
ment, he at length found himself near the palings fronting the road. 
Being tolerably active, he was soon over them, but not so soon as to 
escape the quick eye of a policeman, who accosted him in anything 
but an approving tone. 

Greenfinch nmdly explained the cause of his intrusion, and offered 
to tender his card, but the functionary professed himself perfectly 
satisfied, and touched his hat to our hero. And thus ended Mr. 
Greenfinch's adventure in the antediktviaxi^oA^. 

It was not too l&te to get back to ■H*\§\i^^\.e, ^o ^t.^x^^^^&s^^ 
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seized the first train, and cabbed from London Bridge. He was a 
good deal quizzed, and very mnch commiserated. 

Tiie evening, however, passed as pleasantly as usual, and the night 
was devoted to unlimited cards, until all three gave in, with the 
prospect of extensive preparations for Hihe festivities at Hawkins* 
rooms the next evening, to which the charms of our heroines were 
to contribute an tmusual and most un-Adelphi like grace. 



CHAPTEE Xn. 

HOW TOll'8 BOOHS WSBE IISTAMOBPHOSED. * 

We recollect many agreeable bachelor parties, to which some fair 
members of the far more interesting sex condescended to lend the 
charms of their company. We have extemporized a dance in rooms 
that you would have thought would as soon have held a pianoforte 
as an elephant. We have nad an unlimited attendance of ladies at 
a breakfast party (at which the whole ocean seemed converted iaijo 
salmon cutlets), and we have gone home, sorrowing and dissatisfied, 
not with what had taken place that morning or evening (as the oas« 
might be), but because we knew that, of the many fair ones present, 
tfcere was none whose heart was beating for our own particular self, 
and because we felt ourselves a peculiarly miserable wretch, whose 
only consolation was a meerschaum, and whose only excitement a 
row. 

We recollect bachelor parties wben we thought ourselves really 
in love — ^wh^i we watched the fingers of those who played heartily 
and lustily, as if we thought a musical soul lay beneath tnose fingers. 
And then came the day that wiped out the delusion, and thought 
only of the cold and passionless being, who had no heart to give, no 
generosity to sacrifice. We have loved the girl for her Saiuang, 
and have learnt that dancing makes neither the girl nor the woman; 
we have built up a shrine in our own hearts to some imaginary saints 
and have found our worship and our b^ief disappear together. 

Happier thoughts were Tom*s, as he surveyed the preparations 
for receiving Ellen — ^EUen, who, despite his idle pranks and desul* 
tory habits, held that soft silken sway over his heart, which only the 
debcate and accomplished woman can retain. The new attendants 
had certainly made preparations which Mrs. M*Scullery's brain 
could never nave understood, much less conceived. The little win- 
dows were wide open, but filled with nosegays (which spoke of 
terrific slaughter among the rosebuds at the Highgate villa). 
^ Hawkins' " beast" (who was of a quiet and gallant disposition) lay 
stretched sphinx-like on the soft rug, occasionally poking his great 
nose at Sell's Angola cat, who was an intimate Mend, and therefore 
jnercifdl as to the article of claws. The whole room was faultlessly 
^ee from dust or aoil. Mr. Boss's portrait had been placed out of 
the way, as also the boxing-gloves and any akoxt '^ ^^W* \kBiL hap- 
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pened to be Ijing on the ehinmey-pieee or writing-desk. A light 
deasort was set out, whidi looked as oool as the room itself; and on 
this occasion, Ko, —, Adelplii Cbambers, was utterlj metamor- 
phosed. 

Hawkins felt ratber langmd. Coatdnoal excitement is i^prepara- 
tion for enjojuent of a quiet and rational character. He threw 
himself on the aofi^ took up a volume of Jacob's "Ajithologia," and 
sooght some Htimiilaiit from Greek epigrajns as an adjunct to the 
elaret he had jait been sipping. 

" Hang it, this tnant do,' he cjaculstod at length, getting up fiwm 
the conch. " I am killing my own happiness day after day — to say 
nothing of hers, whose lore has been so faithful and so uncomplain- 
ing. O Tom, you're a shocking scapegrace," and Tom mentallv 
shook bis fist at himself as he looked into the glass, and dashed bsA: 
the rich hair from his handsome forehead. And then he hastened to 
plaee the armchair he knew Ellen liked best, precisely in the plaoA 
where he knew she best liked to sit, and where the scent of tLa 
flowers was strongest, and their bloom loveliest. 

It wanted a quarter of an hour to the appointed time, but Tom 
was getting impatient. His imagination peopled the armchair he 
had so nicely arranged with a future oocupant (as if, silly boT ! the 
future Mrs. Hawkins was going to live in eliambera), and thought 
how bright and cheery the room would look were she but its fellow- 
occupant. His mind wandered back tothe cheerlessness of his college 
rooms — to the times when, oppressed by sicknesB, thirsting with 
midnight fever, when pain and sickness hadrent the brow, there was 
no " ministering angel ' nigh toperform the smallest office — to speait 
t^ softest word of comfort. He thought of the charms of a quiet 
cup of tea with Ellen, and of the three courses of indigestion to be 
followed by beer and riotous riding, or billiards. He thought of the 
calm independence of a home where there ■w«a "tvii " ^^WNiSi' >si& 
the kiw tbit was to welcome tlie t\iB\aai \ft'Oa.e-w'^v«sA.'OosKii&^ 
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how ranch more interegting an object a nnreery-maid wonld be than 
a half-dnmken scout. The strong man of the world was begimiing 
to feel that "Weatland Mareton has well proved the " heart" atronger 
than the " world," and when EUen hastened into the room (very 
much ahead of her party, we are ashamed to say), there was that in 
his countenance which made her lay her httle head upon his shoul- 
der, and sob a few tears — tears fax happier than het brightest 

Lucy caught her in the fact, as did Greenfinch ; but both were 
rather sympathetic by nature, and therefore both preserved a moat 
BCmpulons silence and propriety of demeanour. Eesides, Ellen and 
liucy had become confidants to an estent which only our young 
hidies will iully appreciate. 

The major was shghtly lame, and therefore aU parties were 
tolerably settled before he entered with his lady. 

" Where's Sell?" asked Hawkins; " that feUow never is in time 

anywhere." 

"We left bim purchasing a death's-head clay pipe, with redheads 

Ai- tbeejes," replied Ellen, "much to the^iorroi! <A tia little 'lady 

J^aae/asI think. I shall idwaya call h«r, 5he^aaMe\!.8.i;^aii,ija.- 
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raffled little creature. If tit cannot reform Sell, I shall give yoa 
■up," 

Mr. Sell preaetttly entered with the article in question, and with 
Jane, who was as HmilinK and gently shy as usual. " Jane has the 
bad tast« not to admire wis," he eaid, as he too rashly handed it to 
Ellen, who promptly assured him that tlie chances of its ever ao^aia 
"being in his possession were hopeless. Even Jane could not help a 




■wretched pun about his being " sold," but she bluslicd immediately 
afierwards, as if she Lad been caught in the act of stealing ntarma- 
lade, or reading one of Paul de Koct's novels. 

" Who are we to liave this evening, Hawkins ?" asked Sell ; " I 
Lope De "Witts and Frost will come." 

" Both promised. Do Witts has been pnrchasing a lion's skin 
which he's going to stuff for his own use, and has been badgering 
Italf over London in search of a peculiar species of black beetle. 
Frost has been mooning over Gray and Davison's, in the New-road, 
and has gone to take flie service {as far as the orean-loft is con- 
cerned, at some church in the city). If that fellow ever takes 
orders, he ought to go to a dissenting chapel, where the or^an-loft 
and the pulpit are at the same end, so as to'rault out of one mtotho 

ffereorthodox Uttle Jane cal\e4T0Ta.^o Miet. 
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*' How about George Eoss P" 

" Oh, he's out on the river with some of his sisters ; but he and 
two of them will be here, only rather later, as they have to stop at 
iFulham to dress. He'll be in ^11 voice for his imitation of ducks, 
as we go down stairs." 

Ellen hoped not. 

" But don't let us leave these ices to be turned into warm water," 
observed Tom ; and he and the other gentlemen proceeded to attend 
to the hospitalities with a heartiness that the viands fully deserved ; 
Sell giving statistics as to the number of penny ices he had once 
eaten in Tottenham Court-road, in company with a London cabman, 
while Hawkins called oranges into extraordinary figures, in which 
the ears were especially predominant, and made a sandwich, cour 
sisting of alternate layers of apple and orange, mortared together by 
powdered sugar, which elicited unanimous approbation from the 
ladies present. 

Occasionally, however, our young gentlemen** spirits bubbled 
forth, and a shower of orange-peel and other rubbish was aimed at 
the coal barges on the river, with a precision only to be acquired by 
long and steady practice. But they were far up on high, even be- 
yond the range oihmsgee swearing. 

The arrangements of Tom's bedroom were of the most ladylike 
character, and Ellen was not a little Bleased to find her own portrait 
over the chimney-pieoe, radiant in Gmlon's light and sketchy, but 
expressive colouring. Altogether, as we have observed, !No. — , 
Adelphi Chambers, wets metamorphosed. 

Sell's adjacent room had been oleaved for a dance, and, altogether, 
**the arrangements were most satisfectory," as any newspaper 
reporter would have observed on the occasion. Jane, who was as 
charitable a little soul as she was getxtle and kind-hearted, took sad 
exception at Sell's taste for street-beggmg. And she was right. 
The distress of others is too sacred a thmg to be converted mto 
matter for our own idle amusement. But he evinced profound con- 
trition, and threw the soup-tickets out of the window. 

" Little Lady Jane," as Ellen (not patronisingly, mind you) called 
her, was a remarkable contrast to Sell; so much so, that no one who 
has not been in love the usual nimiber of times could very well 
understand how he ever could have formed such an attacmnent. 
Her whole life was one of quiet repose, yet of constant energy in 
every work that kindness or charity could call forth. Sensitive, to the 
highest degree, there was nothing in her behaviour which the most 
profane could have dreamt of as bordering on affectation. To love 
and to be loved seemed her vocation in life; and both vocations were 
well fulfilled. 

Sell, who, during a fast but successful Cambridge career, had 

once imbibed a sort of free and easy creed both of morality and 

religion, had been almost reformed by the silent satire her pure life 

conveved in contrast to his own career of wild irregularily. Like 

most brilliant men, his feelings were as deep as his perceptions were 

strong; and his ready good nature at all times abetted her little 

schemes for the welfare of others. If she worked her fingers sore 

f^th knitting puraeB for fancy fwrs (t\ioug\i it TSi\xat\i^ ^oroi^MiEed 
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Sell'e apartments proved tliat her effortd were not wholly confined 
topubbc charities), he would willinglj write a cheque for any cha- 
ritable purpose — even when the state of his account at Lombard- 
street wM beginning to B&ggest a viait to Mr. NoebIs ; for SeO, 
like a great many well-to-do young gentlemen, was geldom orer- 
burdened nith ready money. 

Hm lender figure, almost below middle height, was an equal 
contrast to his tall, guardsman -like frame; but he was one of those 
men who are maeh too wise to marry by measure; and we doubt 
whether httle Jane was not as beautiful in his eyes as more classic 
lE31en in those of her suitors. 

But we must really avoid our natural taste for dilating on the 
oharms of our young " girls of merry England," especially aa these 
tSte a tUe affairs are not only highly tantalising to the suscep- 
tible reader, but materially interfere with the progress of Mr. Tom 
Sawkins' evening party. 

Henty of guests had arrived. I>e Witts (whose white collar 
looked painfufiy unlike the " gorgeous array" in which, as an uuder- 
gradoate, he had been wont to dress for morning chapel — when he 
went thither) had duly made his appearance, in company with Frost, 




who still Jrecraented Mr. Spiers' invaluBble establishment at the 
oomer of Oriel-street, and whose ruddy countenance and curly hair 
looked none the worse for the time occasionaUy spent in the elegant 
'first-floor of that museum. Gfeoree Boss not only brought two 
Tery pretty siatem, but a couple of friends, who were perfectly frill- 
ing t« dance all ni^t, and commence again. tkQ'&>^<^rx\'c>i^'isbs:s7^aJ!t,. 
There was aibo an accom^Bb«d. "jmaift wrtofc, Viia -^isiiSi. >!»«"» 
Or 'L 
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sketched off the whole company very willingly, but who, we trust, 
has not been guilty of so flagrant a breach of confidence. 

More and more arrivals. Mrs. M*Scullery began to feel as if 
the world was speedily coming to an end, herself included (and, we 
regret to say, the two were nearly identical). One or two quiet 
German musicians, who were always ready to oblige, and yet avoided 
** the shop," a few more young ladies, garrisoned by a pair of un- 
questionable mammas, and a few of those quiet young men who fill 
up comers in quadrilles, and enjoy themselves very much without 
boring other people— such made up the party. 

And a pleasing one it was. Everybody was bent on pleasing and 
being pleased, and there is little chance of failure under such cir- 
cumstsinces. The pianoforte had hard work of it. Songs, sentimental 
and otherwise, relieved guard with dancing of every conceivable 
description, without injudiciously preventing no small amount of 
private chitchat and flirtation. The later it grew, the more every- 
body seemed inclined to follow the example of the good king of 
Egypt, who cheated the oracle that had decreed him but seven years 
more of life, by sitting up aU night, and so doubling the allotted 
period. 

Everybody came out wonderfully — even Mr. Greenfinch. Too 
much a gentleman by nature to be destitute of some amount of tact, 
he exerted himself to an extent that reduced Lucy to a state of 
unequivocal admiration. He chatted with everybody, tried to 
appear wide awake, and by sheer dint of volubility and champagne, 
succeeded. Though he did not shine in the deux temps (which Tom 
and Ellen danced as recklessly as if it had been the ordinary exercise 
of their childhood), his experience at the Argyle Eooms and some 
other establishments had made great improvements in his polka 
step, while his quadrilles were unquestionably faultless. 

De Witts astonished the company by some conjuring, in which 
shillings were made to pass through tables, handkerchieS were un- 
accountably abstracted from people's pockets, and cards made to do 
all sorts of things. Likewise, he gave a highly coloured description 
(purely imaginative) of an initiation into Freemasonry, illustrated by 
a hideous drawing, in which the brethren of the lodge, costumed as 
ghosts of every variety, surrounded the patient as he lay writhing on 
a gridiron, reminding one of the torments of Lollard's tower. The girls 
teased both himself and Hawkins ; but, to the credit of those yoimg 
gentlemen be it recorded, the united blandishments of all three failed 
m. eliciting a single secret. Ellen contented herself with the popular 
mode of consolation, that "there was no secret at all," and Sell, 
much to Jane's dismay, avowed his intention of becoming a brother 
at the next meeting of the Somerset House lodge. 

And then De Witts (who was in a dreadful humour to come out) 
sang " Billy Taylor" with a depth of pathos utterly unsurpassed, 
drily observing, when the company felt incHned to laugh, and did 
laugh : " This is not a comic song, ladies and gentlemen." Frost was 
performing " Punch" with an orange and a pocket-handkerchief, to 
the great dehght of Lucy and the admiration of Greenfinch, to whom 
puppet performances had always been rather a mystery. 
He rooms were full of pretty things. I\l\XBlt«iXie^\iOQk&, drawings, 
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sketches (a great many of wMcli EUen could have claimed as her own 
work), were scattered about with a profusion that showed that both 
Hawkins and Sell spent some of their money in better things than mere 
racket. The rooms, moreover, were deliciously cool. A lieht breeze 
was on the river, the night was dear, and the moon looked through 
the open windows, evidently pleased to see so many people enjoying 
themselves. 

What Mr. O'Dowdson, the Irish barrister, who lived below Sell's 
rooms, thought, or what the Reverend Nick Gilson, the scholastic 
agent, who " kept" under Hawkins, thought, we know not. Neither, 
however, were favourites with our young gentlemen, so that it was a 
matter of perfect indifference as to whether they slept or kept awake 
— growling at pleasures in which they had no snare. The scholastic 
agent was an especial enemy of Hawkins, and had been let into 
extensive correspondence with invisible schoolmasters on more than 
one occasion. 

" No end of fun," observed Hawkins, kicking off his boots, as 
they returned from escorting the last of the party to the vehicle 
awaiting them. " Yah ! how sleepy I am !" 

" I shall have a pipe before I turn in," replied Greenfinch, who 
was bathing his face in the cool morning air which streamed through 
the now opened window. 

" Better not. Better wait till after breakfast. You're not such 
a hardened smoker as I am ; and I know well it does more harm 
than good at so late an hour. Turn in, governor — ^good night." 

" Jul right," responded our hero, and all three were speedily 
between me sheets, dreaming of past pleasures and future hopes. 
Hawkins probably saying to himself; in Ovidianlanguage, "adveniant 
utinam sic mihi scepe dies /" 



CHAPTEE Xm. 

MB. OBSENFIKCH GETS INTO AN AWKWABD ADVENTUBE. 

We pass over a week spent in much the usual manner (viz., in 
pleasure, rows, parties everywhere, and making love), to recount an 

S>isode in Mr. Greenfinch's London career, which cost that gen- 
eman no small anxiety, and which, for a brief period, tended to 
make him remarkably hypochondriac, and to believe himself the 
victim of a foul and dangerous conspiracy. 

" If I were you, I should go," said Sell, after reading a letter 
which Mr. Greenfinch handed lum one morning. " It mi^cht look 
unfeeling if you did not, and it can do no harm. Lucy will know 
nothing about it, and you can but tell the lady you are already en- 
gaged, assure her how honoured you feel by her preference, and 
back out of it like a man." 

" But I know nothing about this widow," replied Greenfinch. 
*' She may be the deuce knows who. It would be much better to 
write." 
" Never wriie about sucli matteia, 'YctqlTkvsS^ ^isscsssi^ -^^sQsa.^S^ 
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serioushr. Just look here. She states that she met yon yesterday 
in the Crystal Palace Park — in fact, in the rosary. Why, there's 
siispieion in the very name of the place. Think of a London jury, 
and the summing up. You paid her some attentions?" 

"I — ^I — I said nothing beyond the merest politeness one eould 
utter to a lady who asked one a few questions." 

It must be presumed that our hero had a slight botanical taste, 
and reaUy had furnished some floricultural informaticHi to a rather 
prepossessing lady of middle age on the occasion mentioned. 

" But you don't know how women take up these sort of things, 
especially if they think something of a fellow. J" know," continued 
Sell, with a slight assumption of self-satisfaction. 

Mr. Greenfinch was utterly bewildered. All the visions of a com- 
pulsory marriage, separate maintenance, breach of promise, and 
every other fonn of matrimonial legality, rose so rapidly before his 
eyes, that he absolutely forgot the existence of Lucy, and did not 
even bethink him of writing to his aunt. 

" Let's see, it's now eleven," said Sell, taking out his watch. 
" You can get to Clerkenwell in less than an hour, easy walkiiig, and 
it is better to be straightforward about such matters. Besides, I 
was witness both to the conversation that took place, and to your 
receiving the letter, and shall, know how to act. Be guided by me, 
for once." 

" For once," fOTSooth ! Oh, hypocritical hypocrite of hypocrites, 
William Sell I And so Grreenfineh dressed himself elaborately, with 
about the same alacrity that a eondenmed criminal displays when 
the irons are being knocked off preparatory to execution, while Mr, 
William Sell made an insane attempt to devour his pocket-handker- 
chief, and was forced to leave the room abruptlv. As soon as he 
heard the last sound of Greenfinch's footsteps, he gave way to a fit 
of laughter which made the room resound. 

Mr. Greenfinch had never been engaged inr a " delicate affair" 
before. His attachment to Lucy had been such plain sailing, 
that the only thing neither of them could not recollect, was not 
being fond of each other. But here was a complicated afikir. He 
had read enough of Mr. Charles Dickens, to know that widows are 
dangerous animals, and here was he, alone and unattended, about to> 
face one of those creatures who are found neither in the primary, 
secondary, or tertiary strata of society, without peril to unwary 
bach^ors. He would have asked Sell to accompany him, but lie 
felt ashamed at his own want of courage. He almost felt inclined 
to ask Lucy to elope at once, to j>revent the possibility of his being: 
seized and devoured by any feminine crocodile. He despairingly 
thought of Hawkins (who was just at that moment gathering straw- 
berries with Ellen, and feehng almost hke a married man). He 
would have sought ghostly and matrimonial counsel at the hands of 
Be Witts (who always professed his willingness to marry and 
christen anybody gratuitously), but that gentleman's London life 
was devoted either to science or pleasure; an4# at the present 
iBoment, he was probably impaling butterflies at the British' 
Museum, or arranging a microscopic lens at Smith and Beck's. 
So be set oat, and, by dint of recollecting Mi. Great^<a ^wr^'^ 
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irondnniE playing at St. Sepulc1ire'§ Chorcli, the less pleasant 
asBOoiations of Newgate, Smithfield-raarket, the Cock-lane ghoat, 
and other aimilar matters, he found his way with tolerahle eucoess. 

"Ho. 42, Feterskin-close, Doo-Btreet, (as he read from tlis 
address), was a red-brick honse, with three windows on each floor, 
surmoonted bj broad, wliite-paint«d framework, and with a street- 
door with a gigantic knocker, and a ^otesgue cornice above- To say 
the truth, the supporters of this cornice gnnned rather malevolently 
at Mr. Greenfinch as he approached. They looked remarkably like 
satyrs of irre^ar liabits, or like goats given to practical jokes ; and 
the knocker itself looked ominous, that highly useful article being 




ivithout verbal r 



in the act of making a horse's -month, as it is Tnlgarlv called. Nor 
was the appearance of the house such as to warrant die supposition, 
of ft widow, " fat, fair, and forty," making it her residence. 

A dirty boy answered a ring at the lowest of tlie five bell-handlet 
fltat ranged on one side of tlie door. 

"Does Mrs. Lackadaj reside here?" asked our hero, in a 
tPemnlons voice, just a^ a persoa about to be hanged might b» 
it would be very painfulP" 
^ the dirty boy pulled a second bell, and a 
. e appeared, armed with a baby, and with a 

second larger eiition clinging to her apron, and poking ita fingers 
into its eyes, to cure the effects of a recent " roar. 

" No Mrs, Laekaday here, air," was the prompt reply to Green- 
finch's question. " Maybe it's them as come in last week, next door, 
and come home all drunk from the — the whatd'yecallums at — lor 
bless TC, J knows nothing about their exhibitions and church-rates, 
and all that." 

Mr, Sydenliam felt as profonndff enlightened as before he heaxd 
this lummous statement. Should ue try next door F 

On looking at the letter ^ain, be BMi %^ia!u &«n ^ra& «> ^^!£c& ^»^^ 



jposed to ask " whether it would be very painfulP' 
3ply, the dirty be ' ' 

highly uninvitine female appeared, a 
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tlironfl;li the bottom of tlie second nninbei', whicli made it probable 
that ^e real number was 44. Accordingly, be went next aoor but 
one, in an ^ony of trepidation. 

"Oyes! only she ban't here just now, no bow," was the reply 
from a gentleman, «-bo, from the colour of his visage, appeared to 
hare been connected with the wboiessle trade in cinder-ash, pea- 
ahalee, and occaaional silver-spoons. " She's just up, now." 




Greenfinch stared in astonishment. 

" Why, abont that affair with a young gentlemen — breach of 
promise, or summit o' that sort, only I never makes promises — 'ees, 
never;" end the gentleman of cinder-ash gave a. miscellsiieous squint 
that nearly paralyzed GSreenfinch with terror. 

" Bat do you think she's to be found ?" 

"Foiindr — Hah! bah! boh!" (tbis was done in a style worthy 
of Bobert Boiby, in " A Eomantic Adventiu^") " comer o' thfr 
street, any time arter seven, when the linen's gone home. They 
never washes later, 'cos tbey likep tbeir bit of gossip and a yard of 

igan to peicevre ^^t, ^ 'n<:A«.bi3«x,it 
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wsa dreadfully like one. " What the did it mean P" was his 

mental ejaculation. " Was he really the yictim of a sentimental 
getter-up of fine'linen? or was it one of Sell's outrageous practical 
jokes P" He knew not what to think ; but resolved, and we think 
wisely, to make his way home as quickly as possible. 

But the matter was not destined to end here. On his return to 
the Adelphi, Mrs. M'ScuUery exclaimed, with uplifted hands, " Oh 
sir ! such a to do ! Here's been the orsifers here, and the baily, and 
Mr. Sell says as you*d better be off to Dickeson's Hotel, and 
sleep there for the night, and he*U send over your luggage, and come 
and tell you all about it." 

Mr. Greenfinch, under his excited condition, knew not what to do 
or say. He rapidly disappeared, and seated himself in a bed-room, 
hired at once in that very quiet and snug hotel. 

" What would be the result P Would Lucy be lost to him for 
ever, and would he be made the victim of a combination of circum- 
stances — and clear starch P Would he ever be able to persuade his 
aunt of his perfect innocence P Would a botanizing, " tape"-drink- 
ing laundress prove the Gorgon that was to chill his happiness into 
stone, and seal the doom of his early hopes and happiness P How 
had he been indiscreet P Was the language of flowers so appallingly 
dangerous, that a distinction between a rhododendron and a scarlet- 
runner must necessarily involve a declaration of attachment. He 
looked at his boots ; took out Lucy's portrait, and looked at that. 

" By Jove, old fellow, you were sold, and no mistake l" shouted a 
well Imown voice, and Mr. Sell presented himself to the astonished, 
annoyed, and delighted eyes of our hero. " All right, old boy !" he 
added. " Hawkins read some story, about a breach of promise case» 
in re a clear-starcher of Clerkenwell, and your dangerous attentions 
to that rather agreeable widow put us on the scent. I can assure 
you it took us no small trouble to get up the details." 

" But the letter P" Greenfinch gasped, losing his indignation in his 
admiration at the profuse invention of his iiiends. 

"Lucy's own work, my dear sir," and she awaits you at my 
rooms ; doubtless to be punished with an unmitigated kiss. Every- 
body has been in the plot, and you have only to thank your good 
fortune that you were not served with a formal notice of the trial." 

Greenfinch recounted his conversations in Clerkenwell, and Sell 
gave way to an amount of laughter that would have sorely vexed any 
less good-natured victim. " Come along, Syd," he said, at length ; 
" weVe got a jolly party at Hawkins's. The whole lot are there, 
and we wont roast you — ^more than we can help." 

And so they went back, and Greenfinch's misery was at an end. 
It was a very pleasant en famille affair ; but Sell and Jane talked 
very closely together, and Ellen appeared to be deeply engaged in 
confidential business, in which both parties were concerned — so 
much so, that she even forgot to give Hawkins some coffee. There 
was evidently something mysterious on foot. 

Lucy looked terribly ashamed of the part she had taken in the 
late wicked spree, at her lover's expense, but she soon satisfied 
Greenfinch. In fact, that young gentleman vaa \!ka^«^ o^vssctj^'ssa;^ 
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by nature, and, in her case, Ms inclination led him to a totalbf 
dmerent line of conduct. 

And so Mr. Greenfinch's ** awkward adyentore" terminated, and 
our three favourite couples enjoyed one more evening of refined 
entertainment, heightened by aS'ection, and chastened by mutual 



gard and increasing esteem. And as Sell pressed " little Lad^ JaneV 
hand for the last time, the words " done with nonsense," might have- 
been heard, spoken very deeply and feelingly, though in a whisper* 



CHAPTER XIV. 

HOW MB. SELL DID SOMETHING AWFULLY IXDISCBEET, WHICH BEDUCED 

IN THE ESTIMATION EVEN OF MB. 6BEENFINCH, AND WILL DOUBTLB8S 
BEDUCE HIM TO A DEAD LEVEL WITH THE JUDICIOUS RKADKH OF THIS 
VEBACIOUS HISTOBY. 

CoMUEacoBATiON had passed. Mr. Hawkins was wishing hb 
had not made a fool of himself, Mr. Greenfinch was wishing he was. 
an university man, and Mr. Sell was meditating matrimony. 

Weep, O ye Muses — such, at least, as preside over cigan and 
cornet-a-pistons! weep, such of you as know no stronger emotkai 
than is suggested by fighting a bargee, coming in first far the 
" drag," or " pulling stroke in the imiversity eight !" Sell, the Alex- 
ander the Great of our private life — Sell, whom, with all his fitults^ 
we still love and cherish as one of our dearest Mends and creations 
— Sell, he of the moustache movement, he of the pewter at unholy 
hours, he of the cigars indefinite and rows innumerable, is heiioe-^ 
forth lost to the fast world ! 

For we have just passed up Comhill ! Yes ! Comhill, with tin 
Exchange at one end, the neat church of St. Peter's at the oilier, 
and the gigantic confectioners, where, trust me, our younff ladies had 
eaten ice on more than one occasion, and the jewellers' shops, which 
would almost make one believe that Sinbad's valley of diamanda waff 
not a fiction, after all — Comhill, associated with our first half-doaen 
of silver-spoons — with our electro-plated liquor-stand — ^with ih» 
" ticker," which made us so important in our own eyes as jiiTemleB, 
and in the ostentatious display of which we made ourselves ao tire- 
some in the eyes of other people. But there are tenderer and man 
pathetic associations in Commll. 

A gentleman (whom, but for his wondrous change of tronaen and 
destitution of cigars, we sliould have at once recognised as our dear 
— we repeat the assertion — friend Sell) is mooning anzioualj at ft 
jeweller's window. It is a first-rate place; there are watches in tiie 
window; but Mr. Sell carries a splendid one. There are wedding- 
rings in the window likewise; but Mr. Sell doth not posseaa any- 
thing in that way— -just at present. 

Consequently, Mr. Sell enters, much to the advantage o£ the 
highly respectable dealer in wedding-rings — to say nothing of brace- 
lete, a necklace, and " no end of a chatelaine," as Greenfinch (who 
jbas gradually grown corrupted) was keaid to Temairk, 
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Mr. Sdil had been '* dead beat" on his own ground. Having 
scofiTed at everything in the shape of matrimony, it will be hereupon 
detailed how he came to be the first to rush into thalf happy state, 
to the surprise of his own friends, and his own personal satisfac- 
tion. 

In days ef yore, Mr. Sell had read classics with a highly respect- 
able clergjrman, the father of " little Lady Jane" (as we persist in 
calling her). During a long vacation spent over Thucy aides and 
other people of that kind, ]V&. Sell had found a most agreeable and 
humanizing variety in his intimate friend^p with his tutor's 
daughter. A quiet, intelligent cirl is an excellent reading com- 
panion ; and Jane learnt '^ r^iebimr" by heart, in catechising Sell 
on the works of that clever, but over-imaffinative historian. If 
dates were to be '^ crammed," if the kings of Israel and Judah (of 
whom, by the way, Jane knew a great deal more than Sell) 
were to be synchronistically arranged, it is surprising what a 
valuable private tutoress this little Lidy proved, and how patiently 
she actea in that capacity, even when Sell's patience was utterly 
gone, and he began to talk of turning out for a ride. 

But Sell was very grate^il, so much so, that he made himself 
completely over to his fair preceptress ; " got up" scripture history 
in a manner that astonished the examiner nearly as much as it did 
hims^f^ and gave up all his fast amusements--at least, as long as 
he was within sight of the rectory. Instead of stealing into lanes or 
up trees with the view of smoking a well-blackened clay, his spare 
moments were eenerallv spent beside the pianoforte, or in very quiet 
tSte a Utes in the small garden, to say nothing of evening " boatmg," 
in which he pulled herself and little sister down the Avon in 
splendid style and with untired patience. The natural consequence 
of pianofortes, tite a Utes, and quiet evenings on the river, are so 
obvious, even to the meanest capacity, that the leas said, the lesB 
we shall have to mend — our pen. 

like the generality of industrious clergymen, Jane's father pos- 
sessed but a moderate income. Being either too talented or too 
conscientious a man to deserve mere sinecures, his life had been 
far &om one of clover; and it cannot be denied, that aa oE&t £rom a 
mAB of Sell's fortune and position was an acceptable one. 

But Sell had not carried matters easily. Many of his early habits 
were too well known to his tutor, and the happiness of his child 
utterly excluded any idea of a marriage for mere worldly ambition. 
But, as his good qualities, his hearty generosity and unselfishness,, 
and thorough manliness of diaracter, gradually developed, the 
" governor," like Martin Seriblerus, " hesitated, relented," and con- 
sented. 

Like a great many other young gentlemen of similar tastes. Sell 
had managed to hamper his fortune to an extent that seemed to 
recommend abstinence from matrimony (at all times a rather ex- 
pensive luxury) for a brief period of one or two years. Neither 
nimself nor Jane quite approved of this arrangement, and this was 
his chief reason for keeping his engagement a secret. 

But one evening he returned from a visit to the exquisite grounds 
of Sydenham, tired out, and with some pti^ei^vea^ «ii^%i(b^ik^&^^^<^- 
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lections of little Lady Jane's soft cheek, as he had parted from her. 
The room looked gloomy. His fayoniite terrier was suggestive of 
Cerberus; even the trombone looked like a frmeral pipe picked out 
of Pompeii. The rackety prints and furniture looked cold-blooded, 
mockiufi^, and undomestic. Nothing was satisfactory, and, like the 
Baron de Grogswig, Mr. Sell felt strongly in a humour to kill him- 
self. 

He lit a cigar, but did not seem to enjoy it. The pale cognac and 
seltzer water did not refresh him; he did not feel inclined n>r a row 
even with a p^ceman; and felt that even the Lyceum would be 
ennui itself. What was to be done ? Should he take a blue pOl, 
kick his dog, or blow up Mrs. M'Scullery for the last disappearance 
from his brandy-bottler 

A loud tap at the door announced the evening post, and in the 
next minute Sell, with eager eyes, was reading a letter from a well- 
known address. 

It was a deep feeling and kindly letter from his old tutor, an- 
nouncing an unexpectea change in his fortunes. The death of a 
relation (whose benefactions to his family had hitherto consisted in 
silver mugs and Dutch spoons) had suddenly placed him in posses- 
sion of a considerable sum of money. H^ purposed to extricate 
Sell from his present embarrassments, with the view of enabling 
him at once to commence married life. Some earnest and father-like 
advice concluded the letter. 

Not having been present, we are not aware whether Mr. William 
Sell turned any number of consecutive summersaults, tore his hair, 
or gave any other frantic demonstration of delight; but of this we 
are sure, that he wrote two epistles forthwith, one of which brought 
tears into the eyes of one of the best of old men, while the other 
crimsoned the sweet English face of little Lady Jane, as she sobbed 
on Ellen's shoulder. 

While all three of our heroines were discussing their relative 
duties as bride and bridesmaids, Mr. Sell was in Comhill, on the 
errand above mentioned. A friendly but rooky voice accosted him 
as he emerged from the shop. 

" Ah, mind dear Mishter Shell ; yesh, O yesh !" and Mr. Nozzle 
laid his hand on Mr. Sell's shoulaer — ^not professionally, we are 
happy to say. "Ah, vat! How d'ye doP Jeweller's shop! O 
yesh! ah! come with me to Maddox-street, and 111 shell you a 
dresshing-case for half the money. A leetle biU at six months, you 
know; Oyesh!" 

On this occasion (we regret it for Mr. Nozzle's sake), Mr. Sell was 
not to be tempted; and so the future Mrs. Sell escaped the luxuries 
of a tamishea rosewood box, fitted up with faded velvet and diarty 

Elated appointments. But had Mr. Nozzle been aware that his 
riend was a married man elect, he would never have let him go with- 
out furnishing his house, and even costuming him for the occasion, 
exactly as a Cherokee Indian is said to have gone in a cab to Messrs. 
Moses and Son, with no other covering than a blanket, and to have 
been taken for Tippoo Saib in full dress on emerging from those 
wondrous premises, 
Mawkina felt a manly delight in. laia feieu^Lft^TOB^^o^WL^swwa^ 
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and made a|i Ms mind not only to read tTemendouslj, but to mate 
ail pOBsible interest for the diminution of his baniahment from tile 
classic realms of Oxonia. Of tliis he had some hope, aa hia pranks 
had been less generally known, and his scholastic charaoter wag of 
the very best. Greenfinch was very witty at Sell's espeiise, having, 
as our readers have slready perceived, some claim to make reprisals, 
•' To tliink, after all, that Sell Bhonld be married first 1" he ohaerved, 
as he wished Hawkins good ni^^ht. 

" Never mind, old fellow, we wont be far behind." And Haw- 
kins went &Bt asleep, and dreamt that he was lecturing a cnrly- 
headed boy on the neinous sin of tying dogs to knockers, while 
Ellen was instracting some little being in blue sash in the highly 
necessary stndy of A B C. 

As to Jane, she was an object of interest at the Major's. As to - 
being engaged, that is notjiing; but when the day is once fixed, the 
young IfSy becomes the most interesting fact in the world. Every 
bit of white crape, every blossom of orange flowers, even the hired 
milliner, with the box lined with oilakis, is a specifia object of 
attraction. The Major knew not what to do with himself. Jane 
was too quiet and enga^g to be tGnnftn.te^ cnet -iifi;u^\Nyi:^J^fii^''^i>)« 
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ladies, one and all, thought their duties of unlimited cutting out and 
eewing could he done much better jrithout his presence. Accord- 
ingly, he divided hia time between murdering bottles, ■walking iato 
town, and dining with Greenfinch andHwrkins at the " TraTelfer's," 
of which elegant club he was a diatingmshed member. Sell mooned 
about Highgate in the eveuings, and made more than one visit to 
Doctors' Commons in the morning. 



CHAPTEK TV. 

lOAIlf A«rOHIS^BII, Um KB. VELL IS DHQUGSnONABLT 
IK TBI fiEVSXTH HEATXN. 

OuB hero hy this time bad«rnrej at nmwoil laelf-possession and 
free ajid easinees of manner. Ke Idmed IJw^, 'Cren in the pre- 
sence of the faaolj p*rty. nith ai mntdi «MiKaitae«s if it had been 
in a lane at Elkiugton. Ueh^dlieKvttoJnne albreak, had "done" 
a thimble-rig man, and bad iu'nertd in a .M>lleelii«n of articles {in- 
cludiug a luge mastiff) wiuch moat utte^ iwre astonished the 




nerree of Miss Adeliza. His language bad acquired that Tariety of 
metaphor for which the Engliab tongue is so justlj celebrated, and 
lie was quite capable of finding his way anywhere between Ken- 
sington and Eiackwall. Altogether, be felt persuaded that he was 
rapidly becoming " a man of the world, and no mistake." 

Snt wonders nerer cease. Little X«dy Jane ([ike some verj 

^AarniiD^ joung ladies) was slightly superstitious, and the turning of 

iata and tables b&d been her iavourite smusement in tbe evenings, 

^rvr aiiuie old Mm. fogram, who was ft me^um, \uA. \)Bea. in, we 
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neighbonrhoocL Although Sell voted it " confotinded rot," he was 
too fond of his little lady not to stand patiently for half an hour, 
thinking mnch more of ner pretty face than any animal galvanism 
in creation. And how many of our readers would not do uie same P 

Mr. Greenfinch (whose bump of credulity might even have ex- 
tended itself to the honesty of ecclesiastical trusts, or to the possi- 
bility of catching the wind in nets, and thereby obtaining cock 
lobsters— only he nad not read EA];)elais) was tremendously impressed 
with this new amusement. At first he was sceptical; then he tnought 
"there must be something in it;" then, that "there was unques- 
tionably something in it;" and finally, that it was "a great and 
serious matter." 

Just as people used to shudder over a " goblin story" (alas ! we 
no longer believe in ** GondoHne," or even in the existence of the 
" trav^er, whose ghost all bloody, fiightened once a neighbouring 
goody"), so Mr. Greenfinch used to get highly excited, and at times 
Sir from comfortable, as he walked or rode home down the duU shades 
of Highgate E>ise. Moreover, on a visit to Richmond, Hawkins 
pointed out to him three houses near the green, none of which would 
let because a murder had been committed in one of them; but it 
being uncertain in which, each got the credit of harbouring the ghost, 
and me whole property consequently remained a profitless mass of 
red brick ana shattered windows. Closely connected with this 
legend was the whole history (considerably embellished) of the 
Cock-lane ghost, the site of the coffin of " Scratching Fanny" being 
carefully pointed out in the " purgatory" of the fine old church of 
St. [Bartholomew, Smithfield. 

People love talking about ghosts, especially when they frighten 
themselves while elaborately demonstrating the impossibihty of such 
beings existing. Many an evening did Hawkins, whose boundless 
fertiSty of imagination had invested every castle in Grermany with a 
vampire (to say nothing of Mr. Bour^icaulfs impersonation of that 
amiable character at the Princess's), every bleak heath with a com- 
pany of witches, pour forth a series of legends which Ingoldsby 
himself would have envied. His plausibility was so great, that even 
EUen was " taken in," not impleasantly. All girls love romance of 
some kind or other. 

The evenings at the Major's were delightfully spent. Lucy had 
been begged off* for a fiirther leave of absence, and the whole party 
were like one happy family. Greenfinch had mentally made up his 
mind to follow Sell's example, as soon as his aimt and other people 
should have been duly consulted ; for this most dutiful of dutiful 
young gentlemen never did anything without full authority from 
" the powers that be," and we do not think he would have stolen a 
match even if Lucy had proposed running away. 

Mr. Greenfinch, imder the influence of such teaching, speedily 
learnt " more things in heaven and earth" than had even been dreamt 
of in the limited range of his philosophy. He read curious American 
works on very curious subjects, visited scientific museums, and, 
with a few hints from De Witts, began to understand how ante- 
diluvian animals were reconstructed. The Bridgewater Treatises 
(for the Major was a scientific aa ^eU aa «l TcSiiXax:^ \si5ss^l^^^'^^aJ^ 
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before him, and read with delight: and he began to feel that, though 
not an university^ man, there is no pisi.th of learning which may not be 
trodden by the mdustrious and the willing. 

The time of mere nonsense had passed away. " Villikins and his 
Dinah" had given np all claim of space against Ellen's lovely singing 
of some of those Grerman ballads whicn make us wonder how we 
English ^ver learnt musical vulgarity, and Sell's tastes had subsided 
from street-rows into the most domestic style of refinement. " I 
must have been an unmitigated rapscallion once, Hawkins," was his 
characteristic and rather true remark, one morning, as he was dress- 
ing himself in a more than elaborate style, and displayed a lightness 
of costume only suitable to one occasion in a man's hfe. 

Hawkins laughinglv " agreed with him," but added, " there's an 
end of liberty, and a beginning of reform in store for you, old boy. 
And, 'gad ! I wish I was in your shoes." 

And meanwhile little Jane was very properly crying, and Ellen 
was very properly laughing at her for so domg — she being one who, 
like ourselves, cannot see any particular reason for young ladies 
shedding tears when they are just arriving at the conclusion of 
their best wishes fti life. 

We are bound to say that Mr. Sell behaved magnanimously on 
the occasion, as he stood with the hand of his little " gnardian angel" 
(as he had good reason to call her) before the minister of God who 
was to sanctify his happiness for life. Dear reader, if you accuse us 
of being serious when we should be comic, believe our excuse, when 
we say that there are some things too sacred for jesting, and that 
one of them is the holy credentSl that binds the weaker sex to the 
stronger, and which makes woman and man look to each other as 
the parts of one soul, blended together for a life of love, of peace, 
and of usei^ilness and mutual support. 

And Jane appeared, not tremblm^ as at an act of shame, but in 
gentle yet truthful rehance upon him whose honest affection had 
been poured forth in all heartiness, directly he could fairly cl^dm 
her for his own. And ^hen Sell (when no one was near) first pressed 
her to his heart, and saluted her by the holy and delicious name of 
wife, perhaps his face betrayed some tokens wholly different from 
when we first introduced him to the notice of Mr. Sydenham Green- 
finch and our respected readers. 

The girls did the crying to perfection at parting: Hawkins wnmg 
Sell's hand with a hesurtiness that increased his almost anguish at 
the thought that there was still a barrier in the way of his union 
with the little sunbeam who had illumined every bright moment of 
his own life; and Greenfinch literally cried, as he tiurned from his 
old hoaxer and persecutor, and sobbed a most stuttering " G^ bless 
you, old fellow!" 

And so we part from one of our heroes, who, we doubt not, is far too 
much occupied with his lovely little English bride, to take anymore 
interest in even the Nineveh Court of the great Industrial !Fala<;e, 
until he perchance return from the ecclesiastical and picturesque 
glories of a Normandy tour, to bring forward that loveliest of things 
Jiext to an English girl — an English wife. 
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CHAPTES XVI. 

XT IS NO LONOKS OF ANT USE TO TBT TO HOAX MB. OBHBNFINOH* 

. It has been very frequently observed, that ** there is an end to 
all things/' even to a pianoforte duet by two sisters, or an nuiyersiiy 
sermon which no one can hear, and which the author himself never 
imderstood. So it was with Mr. Greenfinch; his hoaxability — ^ifwe 
may coin a word for the occasion — ^had grown beautifully less and less 
extensive, and he would have as soon gone to visit Aldcate Pump as 
have been persuaded that Herr Yon Joel was a lined descendant 
and living representative of Louis Philippe. To be sure, he had 
not yet grown to that perfection of knowledge which enables one 
man to hoax another, but he had learnt sufficient to perfectly 
astonish his aunt, that worthy lady being continually surprised by 
narratives of her nephew's prowess, and by his critical remarks on 
the canine species; although she much regretted that the ''beast" that 
had been duly entrusted to her care had looked rather less savage, 
and had been less given to howling all night. 

The arrival of that dog had been an event in the mUd village. 
Though really a good-natured brute (except when set on), he looked 
so vil&inous, that Miss Adelgiza never ventured to pat him on the 
head except when he was at the full length of his chain. The small 
butcher (at whose establishment Mr. Greenfinch, being of a domestic 
temperament, always purchased his mutton-chops) voted him " no 
end of a hanimal. Giles, the tinker, imdertook to " back him 
against any dawg of his weight ;" and it was universally agreed that 
" that 'ere wos summut like a dawg." These flattering criticisms 
(oarefully conveyed to Miss Adelgiza's ear by her maid) somewhat 
reconciled her to the brute ; for it is to be confessed that she had, in 
the first instance, felt rather angry with Mr. Greenfinch, and had 
got as far as thinking of writing a letter of remonstraace. 

Even Lucy had caught the infection of London life. That very 
amiable young lady no longer felt diffident of picnics, dancing "till 
daylight doth appear," evening strolls, without even so much as a 
"beckoning ghost along the moonlight shade," or anything which 
the decided "pluckiness" of her lover now thought perfectly un- 
neeessary. He had even become rather the instructor than the 
instructed ; and his feelings, always those of a gentleman, had de* 
rived no smaU maturing from the admonitions Ld experiences of 
his fast, though high-feeling friends. 

. The continued study of Sydenham Palace conduced, in no small 
way, to this desirable result. Want of real and certain knowledge 
on what are called " general subjects," is the besetting sin of our 
educational age; and it cannot be doubted that a collection of 
objects, arranged with a precision and mutual connexion never 
before equalled, must form the best educational school in the world, 
and must most efiectually conduce to supplying that true informa- 
tion which results from teaching by the eye rather than, b^ \5sfi?t^''- 
word of mouth* 
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Nor had Mr. Greenfinch's experiences been confined to Sydenham 
as a place of educational ddight. The Panopticon had been dnlj 
visited, and twice and thrice a day had onr whole party listened to 
the ma^gnificent music pealing from the finest instrument in London, 
under me artistic finders of SCr. Best. By the way, the lectures are 
a bore ; they are neither profound enough to be listened to with 
attrition, nor absurd enough to be laughed at. But the buikting is, 
as Hawkins pronounced, " awfully jolly ;" and, though not so elabo- 
zate in its sumptuousness of detail aa Owen Jcmes restoratuHi o£ 
tiw Alhasmbra, is far grander in its dimensions, and perhi^ gives a 
fiinrer idea of true Moorish grandeur. 

The Britudi Museum was, of course *' done" thoroughly — a pro- 
fitable change firom the models to tiie realities of ancient art. A few 
fisits to the finest library that ever was murdned in a catalogae, cat 
Bade inaccessible by a villanous faint atmosphere of hot-air pipes 
(suggestive of a whiff of steam in a railway carriage, or the deueate 
cdliuvia of " suds'* on a washing-day), had given Mr. Greenfindi s<mie 
idea of the manuscript lore which made the so-ealled '* dark ages" the 
medium of the Hght of intelligence even to ourselves of the present 
day. The pictmal treasures of Hampton Court had been revealed 
to the eyes of our hero. Hogarth had told hk own stofy at the 
I^ational Grallery and at Soane's Museum. Mr. Wyld's great ^be 
(albeit even ourselves cannot give credit to its (xmcavi^) had given 
Mr. Greenfindi a dear notion as to bumins mountains (as repre» 
s^oted by small lighted cigars of the sweetstun-shop style), the aretie 
zesionfi (as ditto by fimgments of twelfth-cake ice), and of atrno- 
f]^eric colouring, as exemplified through glass shades, reminding 
him c^ the one-and-sixpenny stage, on whicA the moon turned red 
in the first scene of the " Wood Pemon," by dint o{tL small ^ece of 
red silk, with a "bit of candle," <»r a three-halQ^enny tin lamp judi» 
ciously adjusted behind. 

Albert Smith's minted, witfy, and graceful esBLtertiunment, (parhapa 
the most iaruth-temng two hours of chit-chat that can be enjoved 
anywhere),. Mr. Woodin's amusing eccentricities, and aa endless 
aeries of theatres, had varied the time he had spent in London. 
Hawkins knew almost every man of real talent, and had the eniree 
of many cirdes firom whidb £ur rich^ men were exduded* Prc^usely 
liberal with his mon^, and enjoying a coc^b of thousanda »-yesr, 
with large prospeeta of additional wealth hereafter, he bcKi^t 
pictures, patronized and drew forward many a young author, and 
did an amount of good which is not always incompatible with a 
good deal of wildness and folly. 

The continual " rubbing against " men of high intellect, thou^ 
ii abadied Greenfinch at fi^t, soon produced a beneficial e£fect. 
He lost the mcoivais honie, which makes so many persons seem 
more ignorant than they really are. He began to feel that the 
possessum of the means of existence should only serve as an incentive 
to make that existence exalted in itself, and useful to others. He 
thought of future duties, and determined to cultivate sudi studies 
Mtui meqnire Buck experiences as should qualify him for the higher 
duiaeaoflife. 
Nor was his gentle future paxtner lees \)eue&\Ad.\>^ ^(iSm ¥^^ ^ 
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^Eflflou While aha fAi her own inferiority in power of intellect, she 
never met with one word or look that could remind her of it. 
^tenthr and impearceptibly, Ellen drew her forward, and strove to 
xaiae her half child-like disposition to higher aspirations and deeper 
iikoagfatB. They read, played, and talked together ; every thought 
vae & jckak po8se88i<m ; and tiiey only dreamt of a single regret— 
ihe poflflibilily of separation. 

A woman who ean love and teach without patr(mizing, is the 
nearest eoneeption of an angel that man*a mind can form. £ad such 
wag ElkoL She talked to a child as a child, but she never displayed 
her own superiority over a less accom^^shed girl of her own a^e. 
If she bantered and teazed Hawkins (and we cannot blame her for 
^Loimg so), we are bound to say, that that gentleman rather enjoyed 
it tiian oliherwise. ** It is a strange thing," he said, one day, to 
lieutenant Crowbar, of the 12th, ''but 1 never knew EUen look 
sulky in my life, except once, when she was taken to the Zoological 
Gardens, and I was Kept at home for painting the white Dorking 
eock all over with red lead. By gad, sir, that girl's a regular 
immp." 

Hawkins was getting tired — utter^y^ tired—- of his present life. To 
him it was fraught with no satisfaction, and he began to wish the 
University in various nameless localities, totally forgetting that he 
himself was alone to blame, and that plugging a chapel-door key-hole 
with cheese, dining off eels at Godstow, or turning amateur nouse- 
painter, were accomplishments never included, or iutended to be 
mduded, in an university course of education. But he felt not a 
little conscience-stricken, nevertheless. 

"You are better off, old boy, after all," he observed, as he 
laid down a piece of work which might, without strict improbability, 
have been token for Ellen's. " x ou have nothing to reproach 
yourself with ; your opportunities have been infinitely less than my 
own ; but you nave wasted none, and you have earned the happi- 
ness that will be yours." 

" I have you to thank fbfr more tfian cobl be expressed," replied 
Oreenfinch. "Despite your jokes and hoaxes on my first arrival 
in London, I have learnt more than I efer thought was to be 
known. Old prejudices and opinions have yielded to more en- 
lightened opinions and faets. X feel that I harre lived too lon^ for 
myself, ana that it-is possible to lead a life of Iwrmlessness, and yet 
be utterly useless eitner to oneself or oneV £!flow-men. I shall 
arrange my affairs, wed Lucy, and go on a good ecaitinental trip by 
way of a beginning.** 

It will be seen whal sAsei his London career had produced on 
Greenfinch. B«fe Hawkms Mt unhsnopy ; he ihoa|^t there was 
sometimes a paQor and amdeij in EQen's eaunteBance that told a 
tale of " hope defared ;" and he Icmged to make her aH his own. 
His fast tastes were gone ; he esred for nothing in which she could 
not be his eompanion. With her he rambled over the fields or 
through the kaes ; he read to her with hw rich, manly voice, as 
she sat at wodc; he euUed roses for her morning bouquet; he 
lived scarcely but in her presence ; she was the companion of hia 
thoi^hts, the presiding angel wKo 6ub^\x<&^ e^r^T^ ^^x^^^t^^^^^^^N 
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the embodiment of liia better genius, hoTering perpetaally over him, 
and silently ibamin^ away his past life. 

And how truly she loved him ! How his noble, bnt recklcBB 
spirit — even as she had kuown it from boyhood — awed her with n 
sort of loring admiration as he rendered every graceful act of manly 
tenderness. How grateful she felt, and how happy, aa ahe gazed in 
his handsome face, and forgot her own beauty in that of her future 
husband. How, percliaijce, she thought of the time when, after 
yeMB should have ripened passion into esteem, they would live a life 
in which children's voices would carol forth their happineas, in 
vbich love and duty would unite to form an earthly paradise of 

"Shall I ever return to Oxford ?" murmured Tom, contemplating 
the sweet face of £llen, as she sat twisting her fingers into curious 
devices, in company with a pair of lone needles and qnantitr of 
maroon -coloured silk, and some gold beads. "Why should I, 
Ellen P" And trying to laugh on his real melancholy, he added, 
"I have aaked tne question, dearest, once before ; but I atilJ feel 
that Oxford life will only make me less fit for you. Our hearts ara 
too mnch confined ; our whole thoughts and feelings are pent np in 
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a world of our own ; learning and indiscriminate pleasures are too 
much blent together to unite for that peace which should be the 
great, though unspeakable treasure of a home. Our lives are those of 
the scholar and the man of the world — ^not those of the lover, the 
husband, and the father. Ere we join the best life that we are bom 
for, we are sated with the remembrances of a life of artificial wants, 
and of no aflPections. No thought of the endearments of a child's 
love — no refining charm of woman is ours — all is selfishness, plea- 
sure, and repentance." And his voice grew faint and confused. 

She threw down her work, and ran to his side ; and amidst fast- 
falling tears she spoke deep lessons of honour and ambition, which 
brought blushes into his cheek. She spoke of how the greatest of 
men had revelled in the luxury of home, had done their duty in high 
callings, and yet disdained not to romp with their children. She 
spoke of the httle reason why a city whence the best and most high- 
feeling of men, every day fulfilling the loftiest duties of life, derived 
their mstruction, should be a place of ill-preparation for the life of 
any man. " Unless, dear Tom," she said, smiling again like an 
April day, " it be your own fault." 

And Tfom owned that it was ; and resolved to go back to Oxford, 
win every distinction that could be got, and surround with honour 
the fair brow on which he had impressed the kiss of love. 
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CHAPTEE XVU. 



Etbbtbodt wm g J. V J. - 

were rapidly becoming nouaetold words with everybody. The 
major, who, like moBt military men, liked plenlj of change of Hcene, 
wag bent on the Islo of Wight. Ellen made no objections, althongk 
HawkJLS had aecured a quiet lodging at Eyde — of course merely for 
the purpose of reading. 

De Witts was in Paris, in company with Frost (who had already- 
managed a superb moustache, and was making rery respectable pro- 
gress to the graver honours of the beard), SeU wa^ buying toys and 
nmcy candlesticks, playing at chess, reading Balwer, or calmly 
smoking a cigar on tte river-side, always with a little pair of loving 
eyes fixed upon him. When Ensign Hoiton (whom Sell had once 
cleaned out at " Cas"), met Hawkins at Southampton, he emphatic* 
ally and tasteftdly observed — " Quite a married individual, by gard I 
Slowed if I don t thinli he'd rock the cradle, and go out for tho 
dimier bweer !" 

Various afiectionate letters passed between Jane, Ellen, and lucy, 
though we question whether that young lady's glowing accounts of 
matmnonial happiness did not inspire somewhat of jealousy. Mr. 
Greenfinch and Lucy, however, had perfectly settled their day, and 
Tom was reading like a horse, and iiilly determined to forswear 
pleasure of aU kinds, till his cap and gown should be a matured mid 
undoubted fact. 
It was the last afternoon before leaving Jjondon. Lucy had 
retarned to Elkington, where she almost momeataaSij iM^cft.'SiiBa. 
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in tiie ddi^t of cmoe more jomxDff Ofeenfinoh's kind aimt. £Uea 
was in ti&e Isle <^ Wight, and Hawkins' rooms were in a state of 
packing and desolation. Eren Ms '' beast" looked disconscdate, as 
ne snryeyed the mass of corded boxes, portmanteaus, bundles of 
fishing-rods, oilskin coats, and wide-awakes strewed oyer the room 
m re(£less conftudoa. But lie was going wiliL his master, and was 
quite aware of the hufsL 

"I ahallnerer pass another jearwitfaoatTisiting London," obserred 
Givenfinch, rathiesr pensively. ** I have jusreac enjojed myself so 
traly, or learned so much in m^ life.'* 

** No, it's sad work to leare it," replied Hs^fHdns, lookmg up fr(»[| 
a letter he was writing witibi unnsiud care and attention. '' Just 
wait a minnte, for 1 want to jSnish and post this.*' 

It was a manly and bonoorable apok^ to the waiden of his col* 
lege, setting form a realh* sincere regpret for his izre^^olarities, and & 
potion that the terin of his rustication might be hmited. And as 
he glanced at EUen's picture (removed for me pun>ose of packing), 
he almost uttered an inward prayer that he mig^t be sucoessfdL 

Gl^iey started out into the Strand« and tibie letter was duly posted* 
A pint bottle of champagne somewhat heightened their spmts, and 
th^ both resolyed to " go somewhere," by way of a final finish to 
their Lond<m excursion. 

A dinner at Simpson's was followed by some port and strawberries 
at Ihe Shades, nearL(mdon Bridge. On a sudden Mr. Hawkins 
threw down the pa^; " CremcHme, by Jore; that's the place fcft 
. to-Jiight — just a capital wind^p." 

It is almost mmeoessary to state, that as our young eentlemein 
had constantly had young ladies under their suryeiUance, Mr. Green- 
findi had as yet gained no cmportunity of yisiting those pleasant 
grounds — ^whidi might be made so much better than they are, were 
more of the spirit of iFrench places of entertainment thrown into 
their management. 

On board the steamer, Hawkins^ who, as we before observed, 
knew everybody, introduced Greenfinch to a gentleman of yery 
Falstaffian [^portions, and whose very chin looked like substantifuL 
property, fie was intensely good-natured, a great wag, and had 
small twinkling eyes, whidli imd out immensely when he appeared 
in the character of Shakespeare's most irregular and most immortal 
of heroes; or when he officiated as president at the *' United Asso* 
dation for thePreyention of Tic Douieureux," in Yoric-str^t, Ooyent- 
garden. He was to bear a larae part in the evening's entertain- 
ments, and he chatted and chaflGed with as much liyehness as if he 
had been engaged in a performance. Hawkins (who, at the death 
of an uncle, expected to be a member of pailifiment) was highly 
diverted with his description of the slang, blackguardism, &c. neces- 
sarily attendant on an jBn^lish election. Sarcastic statistics ad to 

the number of butchers kissed by the Duchess of 9 financial 

ones, as to the value of rotten eggs, dead kittens, knock-me-downs, 
and correct estimates relative to me wages of brass bands and fitt- 
ing men — all these were discussed in a nighly coloured style by the 
portly landlord of the '' Condemned Cell." 

Hawkins, although not notoualy injd^<^\A^itf^Si^fi^^ ^^^s&s^^^^sk 
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Cremome withont making the most of it. His great design was to 
get Grreenfinch into the balloon, which, beine kept within tether, 
was allowed to take np any adyentorer some mty or sixty feet above 
ground. 

It required some persuasion, however ; and nothing but the fact 
of Hawkins having got into the basket himself would have induced 
Greenfinch to venture upon so hazardous an attempt. Hawkins 
himself, pursuant to his taste for doing anything, had oeen half over 
London m company with a distinguished aeronaut, and felt perfectly 
at ease. And so Mr. Greenfinch made his first, and very mild 
dehut in the Cremome balloon. 

w There was lots of dancing going on round the pagoda ; but recent 
parties and better thoughts Had spoilt Hawkins' taste for the slang 
style of Cremome, and he and Greenfinch paraded the <j[uieter walks, 
dcnng no niore mischief than occasionally knocking the httle illumina- 
tion lamps into the water. Various strange si^ts were going on. 
White marble statues were being represented en pose plastique, a 
very slow ballet was going on in the " theatre** (where you can see 
every thing but the stage), the " Patent Fancy Chinese Iiidia-rubber 
Pogs** (who, by the way, turned out to be seals) were announced t^ 
a " tremendous attraction.*' A gigantic collection of bees, (who, 
although announced as the exemplification of " humane industry" 
and " nateral royalty,*' were recklessly and ruthlessly spifflicated with 
sulphur,) and an " Aerial Sympathy" (which nobody appeared very 
clearly to understand) — sucn were a few of the glories of the evening. 

But Tom Hawkins, stUl retaining a little " tiiird dilution" (as the 
homoeopathists say) tincture of mischief, would needs conduct Green- 
finch to the magician's cave, a picturesque abode, oscillating between 
a log-house, an oyster-grotto, and a counter at the Lowther Arcade. 
The fee was duly paid, and a voice, meant to be mysterious, and 
perfectly mysterious as far as grammar was conoemea, proceeded to 
take the horoscope of Mr. Greenfinch*s destiny. 
. A word to conjurors. It would be better to be able to speak and 
pronounce the English language, if possible. Conjuring m Greek 
and Egyptian is obsolete, and Hebrew (even with an Irish accent, 
as on tne present occasion) is unsatisfactory. 

Despite the wondrous revelations as to the " *air," eyes, temper, &c. 
of the future Mrs. Greenfinch, Mr. Greenfinch went away sceptical, 
a proof of his now elevated and anti-verdant condition. 
- I^othing but the fact of Hawkins' private trap being in readiness 
would have secured a quick retreat to town; so, just as the electric 
li^ht was turning night into day, and the fairy was balancing the 
stick in her " terrific ascent" up the tight rope, our two friends were 
bowling along the road at a speed which made Fulham and Chelsea 
omnibuses look green with jealousy. 

** It*s too bad to part, after all," said Greenfinch. Both himself 
and Hawkins were thinking of the Great Western and the South 
Western at early hours the following morning. And it was an early 
and very irregular breakfast of which they partook before parting, 
^d it was wim no small, no insincere regret, that they did part. 
Hawkins, however, did not go direct to Southampton. He wan- 
dered hx>m. the JBasingstoke station into ^ke town, hot ^"^ \ife iot^^at 
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the chapel of the Holy Ghost, the rains of which fonn such a strange, 
unholy contrast to the rou^h woodwork of the station. He stopped 
at Winchester, abused the ineffective organ recently erected, mooned 
oyer the school, and talked to a few '* small boys" of his acquaint- 
ance, and tipped them in a manner highly paternal and satisfactory. 
He walkedf u^ St. Giles* Hill, and glanced down that slorious 
High-street, with its quaint gate and county hall m the distance 
(witJithe ever-renowned King Arthur's round table). He thought 
over his pleasant visits to " ViTintonia" in days of yore^-of the 
"Wykehamists he knew and had known, and of the days when Win- 
chester was the London of her own day. 

He left the town unwillingly (and who does notP) Though 
wicked cu]jidity and legal falsehood may have robbed Winchester 
of her charities — though perjury may have abused her foundations-— 
still, there is full enough left in her stones to speak a story of past 
honour, a lesson of future glory. Even earls cannot live for ever, 
and St. Cross may one day become the honour of a nation, instead 
of the disgrace of a private family. 

And with some such musings, Tom Hawkins is on his way to 
Southampton, and the next day is enjoying a welcome which none 
of my readers would disdain. 




CHAPTEE XVin. 



OcTOBBB had come. Tom's letter to the warden had met with ■ 
favourable answer, and he was permitted to Fetnm to the soene oC 
hiB RoccesB and his follies. But he returned with a chastened spirit 
and determined reBolution, How he worked can scarcely be 
described ; bnt his fast Mends gave ti'Tn up. How he relished te» 
and lemonade ; and what a good pennr it was out of the college 
butterpnan's pocket in the srticlo of beer! "With what a dear 
brain, and from what a pure healthful sleep he rose, as if he had 
some great and rizhteouB porpoae in view, and as if the whole 
redemption of his h7e hung on tne issue of his present efibrte! 

There is no object more interesting than the student who has his 
labours animated bj tlie thoughts of hia iiiture bride. Claude 
Mehiotte is no absurdity ; he is simplj the full development of oar 
belief, that man will do for woman's sake what he will not do fbc 
his own. There is something in the very gentleness of womankind, 
which shatneB our liatleBSneBa, aud makes na, ever and anon, feel 
doubtful as to the credentials which make as "lords of the 
creation." 

"Why," Hawkins thought to himself, "docs Ellen ever greet 
me with a pure spotless complexion, an eye clear as crjBtal, and 
with breath uke a boaq^uet; and why do I wake up in the morning, 
feeling half-dead, with my eves suffused, my head acbing, and mj 
throat as parched as if I had been eating Spanish flies P What ■ 
Jbola we men are ! And yet we afiect to lord it over those who 
— "t ns lite, and who can content fcemMisMi mthont these — 
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And 80 Tom drank His moderate allowance of claret or aheny* 
eediawed suppers, sare the light tea and toast that helped to keep 
him wakefid, and went back, at Christmas, lookinj^ so well, that his 
hdjAore avowed to her maid her belief in his being the very 
handsomest man in the world ; a compliment which was doly con- 
Tered to that eentleBian, and with which he oertainly had no right 
to oe dkpleased. 

Tom's success was now almost a matter of certainty. While he 
was at the major's (for he could not spend the yacation away from 
mien), he read lustily, and be sure l^t Ellen was quite as pleasant 
an assistant and companion of his studies as our ** little Lady Jane." 
ICoreorer, Ellen, packed up in furs, and with a dark bonnet and 
TerU, looked as snug and pret^ in winter, as she looked fairy-like 
in summer. They h^ plenty of walks. Ellen once caught a cold while 
aasistinff in constructing a man of snow ; but was soon nursed and 
petted uirough thai. Greenfinch e;ot a black eye, about the same 
period, from a snow-ball too cleyerly aimed by a genuine *' street- 
boy," as he was escorting his aunt to the train from Beading ; but, 
with such trivial exceptions, all our friends were perfectly happy. 

** Only another three weeks of it," said Hawkins, as he once more 
nimped into the omnibus from the Oxford station, and droye to 
JiPUB lodgings in the High-street. 

Everybody knows the comfortable old-faahicmed house where Mr. 
S. Spiers provides lodgings and novels for the entertainment of 
vnder-^raduates and grtuluates. Tom owned a glorious second floor 
aet, whidi he had fiUed up with books, reading-chairs, and desks 
enou^ to have served for the concoction of an encyclopiedia. A 
dJieeamil fire was burning in the grate, preparations for tea were on 
ike table, and Tom put on his old dressing gown, lounged on a 
couch, and thought oiEllen, and some other less interesting matters. 
^ But he was soon at work, covering sheets of paper with illustrations 
of the wonderful properties of -4 as connected or disconnected with 
S, of the varying powers of a cross and a straight line, and of the 
mysterious value and meaning of those highly interesting letters 
w and y. He was likewise orawing curious diagrams, in which 
straight, diagonal, and circidar lines appeared to be tying themselves 
into all kinds of strange figures. In a word^ he was reading mathe- 
matics savagely. 

A few weeks passed, and Tom's name appeared among the honoured 
list of double-firsts. He had toUed so severely to retrieve past 
idleness, that he looked pale and languid when all was over, and 
the excitement of study nad given way to collapse. Late hours, 
spare diet, and little exercise, had made tiie last three weeks' work 
tell upon him more severely than he himself oould have believed. 

He would have be^i literally /^ted, eandd he have remained in 
Oxford. Everybody was proud of hhn, item the warden of his 
college and his tutor, down to the idlest under-graduate he had ever 
known. But he felt imequal to Oxford oijoyments ; he knew that 
he had, of late, drawn heavily upon Dame Nature ; and he looked 
forward to that quiet of home which should make his now changed 
life no longer seem a change. 

And there ia nothing more dif&cuit \\iaxL «»» Oaas^"^ ^^^2^. Hasi^ 
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haibitfl ; nothing bo truly heroic, wlien it ia really eS«ct«d. The 
contrast may at fint seem olmoat frightM ; but the blcMing i* 
lactisg, and brings no feehng of repentance. 

" But how pale yon look, Tom ! ' were the finrt words of Ullen, 
atber die had diaengased herself from his embrace, and w^ ]^ 
joy at his return, so fml of honour and of lore. " O, yoa are lookinc 
very ill ; I was a naughty girl to malie you read so much." And 
JBllen obstiivitely thought herself a monster of cruelty. 

"Don't be sniions about that. We," he replied, not aUttlemored 
by the anxious gaze witb which, she regarded his somewhat worn. 
Gonntenance. " A few pony ridea in your company will soon set 
me all right. The shame is, that I should bare left so much to ba 
4lone at the last minute, when a httle earlier industry would baTV 
enabled me to come in at a canter." 

Tom, however, wot weak and unwell; and, for more than a montli, 
£!Uen was painfully anxions ; but nerer was anj young gentleman 
ao tenderly cared for. If EUen caught him readmg any book deeper 
^Jtan " Vanity Fair," it was forthwith confiscated, and she n^ooH 
nuile deliciously, and say, " Now youVe had quit« enough of Qtnt 
for the present, come and walk with me." The major used to eradc 
jokes of the vilest order. He swore that Tom was shamming' illnev, 
m order to find out what sort of nurse his future wife would bc^ 
before he committed himself. He anathematized the notion of 
people who ate half a chicken, or three quarters of a pound of beef 
tor breakfast, beineill; and told Ellen "she was a little fool to 
trouble herself with that great milksop." But all this was thrown 
Away upon the ladies. A young B. A. (and Slleu loved to see him 
in cap and gown, just for the fun of the thing,} fresh from a career 
of rows, and a double first, is a greater object of interest than an 
£aatem traveller or an expatriated German patriot. 
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• More genial weather came, and with it Tom's health rallied to 
its fullest and heartiest strength. One day, lounging in the front 
garden, they, were astonished by the sudden arriyal of a dashing 
open carriage, driren by a rery dashing gentleman in moustachios, 
and our old friend, Mr. Sell, threw down the ribbons, and joined 
Hawkins with almost a Boman embrace. 

• Little Lady Jane looked prettier than erer, and, moreover, veiy 
important with an extensive baby and a nurse-maid; and Sell, 
despite a tremendous beard (carefully cultivated during their twelve- 
month's tour) intensely paternal. He was fonder of his wife than 
ever, and he went about relating how baby had first seen the light 
Bear the ruins of the Coliseum, from which fact various auguries 
were inferred as to the classic powers of the ftiture representative 
of the house of Sell. 

Baby was a great lion, and therefore a prodigious recognised 
nuisance; everybody nursed him, and he had carte hlanche for 
pulling Ellen's ringlets into utter disorder, clutching his father's 
beard, and looking imintelligibilities of defiance at everybody. He waa 
xather a Pickle, and his musical demonstrations were of the most 
figorous description. But Sell had no objection — even to his squall- 
ing ; and Jane declared in public that he was an admirable nurse, 
and that baby was always quiet when he took him up. 

"Blather different times these, old feUow," observed Sell, as he 
left his lady in company with EUen ; " not exactly to be compared 
with our days of " 

" Confounded blackguardism," replied Tom. " When we look 
back, it makes one savage to think that so many of the fairest years 
of life should have been so infernally wasted, xet there was plenty 
of fun," he added. " Grad ! men will be fools at some time, and it's 
better that they should be fools before their folly is likely to affect 
others. By the way, you know that Greenfinch nas established his 
nest." 

** No: we have been moving about from place to place during the 
last two months, and I dare say I have missed receiving_his note." 

" O yes, married and settled, and as snug as possible. He is coming 
up to town, to see me * turned off,* as he elegantly expresses it. I 
cannot turn rusty at his jokes, seeing they are all derived from mv 
own instruction." ^ 

It will be seen that nearly almost all the parties concerned in this 
little history were on the high road to happmess — at least, if matri- 
mony and happiness are supposed to be really and truly synonymous. 

Mr. Greenfinch was qmte a model man and husband. He took a 
desperate interest in the price of tUe-drainage, in' potato crops, 
Sunday schools, and other such matters. He was reputed to be a 
" safe man" upon questions as to the purchasing of hogs, or the elec- 
tion of churchwardens. He still beHeved in his aunt, though with 
rather less idolatry than in former days. He kept the quietest of 
traps, but gave frequent and not inelegant parties to the respectable 
society aroimd Elkmgton. He had of course taken a house, and 
between his own income and his aunt's liberality, this young couple 
managed to keep up a very fair appearance. 

Tom was for the oriUiant world, and W "Ni^waiwixjl V^'fc V$Rrt 5ss\.^s^ 
was EUen before long) was fuUy q\ia!^ed. to ^\ls^<^ vsi «ss?5 ^ofi^^"^' 
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Sapid in compreliennoii, detr and decisiye in her eonbliuiaiig, 
was the tme and fittdnff wife for one whose splendid talents *< 
obIj just beginning to develop into their fall ^y. If the soft 
tleness of Jane comd charm away the wild eccentricities of Sel 
Greenfinch conld find a calm response to his own nnmffled and 

ambitions character in the pure English simplicity of Lney — H 

enjoyed the higher privilege of a partner who could uiink deeply 
with him, and guide his thoughts, even as her love for him waa mtf 
loadstar of her life ; a partner who could rouse and sustain the aB»* 
bition of the man, whue around every care, amid every exdtemeaBi^ 
she drew the soft, mysterious, soul-touching web, onwhidi thenoM 
of vfife is embroidered, and on which Lovs writes his history ift 
gold^ letters of happiness. 

Are we to say a few words about our lesser personages P Sootik 
to say, we are mendly by nature, and it ill likes us to part with old 
friends. 

De Witts is in a continued state of natural history, shootings 
swimming, and everything else that a high-church parson should do^ 
in order to show that (where there is no harm concerned) he la ex- 
actly like other men. But he, too, has been smitten of late, and a 
young lady with very blue eyes is supposed to be destined for a fite 
which seems as natural to yoimg ladies as it is agreeable to iim 
gentlemen of their choice. 

Frost has abandoned all idea of enterini^ orders, and, considerxag 
the nature of his accomplisliments, we tmnk he has done wisely. 
He divides his time between magazine-writing, org^n-playing, anda 
eouple of flirtations. Such things happen so frequently with Frostf 
that most people believe both wm end m smoke ; but we are indined 
to believe that he has been caught by somebody not far distant from 
the ballad-famed " Dyot-street, Bloomsbury-square." 

Shall we, in the power of the novelist, penetrate a little into tibe 
future lives of our heroes P 

A powerful, handsome man, still in the vigour of youth, but with, 
a countenance which bears the impress of deep and anxious thought^ 
is seated at a table, reading letters, and writing assiduously. Beside 
Tiim a large, dark-eyed, dark-haired boy, of three years old, is divert- 
ing himself with the contents of the waste-paper basket, much to 
the derangement of the room, and the scandal of his elder and bettor 
behaved sister, who is seated on her father's knee, and who only 
disturbs his studies with an occasional kiss. ** "Let those papers 
alone, sir!" is the remonstrance; and ''Master Tom" (for he haa 
been very properly christened after his father) changes his amuse- 
ment, and pulls the ears of the Newfoundland (who is still firesh md 
jolly, though somewhat older than when he made his first appear- 
ance in this history), and rolls over that extensive animal in a manner 
which Hawkins thoroughly enjoys. 

He is working hard Syr the evening's debate. Already he has a 
high and splendid reputation to maintain, and the anxieties of public 
life are no longer matter of hearsay. 

" Be quiet, you naughty, naughty boy," says the sweet voice of 

Ellen, as she enters the room, and di&en^^e« Master Tom ftom 

olawing at her apron for a Idfls— w\nck\ie oi co\kx^ ^Xwoa, hsAil^ 



MB. SYD£NHAM OBEENFINCH. . Jll 

BOQg to h«t hiuband'f aide, and plaees in hia band the papm she has 
"been copying for hun in her little boudoir, where there is nought 
^oan but ftbwera, birds, and lore. 

"If Lord Strag|^ had such a private secretary," observes Haw- 
laBS, kissing the Uttle hand that has finished so much work, "he 
'would hare some idiance; but I think we shall cany it our own 

** Ah welll ndiau; mon ami; I am going to take the children out 
fir a drive. How man^ will dine wim us P*' 

*' Only Sell and Yob wife, so we shall be at peace. Hang it ! I'm 
ahnoat tired of this work. It's horribly dry.'* 

''Patience, my good boy, and you'll be rewarded," is the reply; 
and Ellen takes one more kiss, and is soon in Eotten Bow, dismay- 
iag her three lovely children, (baby included), to the envy of Ijaay 
Straggles, who had been rude to her at the presentation, and whose 
▼eneraUe lord's measure for the protection of intramural slaughter- 
houses has been cut up by Hawkms, both in the House and m the 
Times, with destructive and efficient ridicule. 

Anon Tom (who has finished his paper) joins them on horseback, 
and feels no little pride as he catches a snatch of conversation with 
his lady, as the crowd increases and the carriages move more slowly. 
It is a strange and wondrous change from his past life. His whole 
fortunes and prospects have been gloriously changed ; but a row in 
the cabinet or a split at the Carlton Club, excite the same, and a 
stronger interest, man that which was once bestowed upon a mid- 
night battle in Horsleydown, or an ujproarious lobster supper in 
Piccadilly, at half-past two in the mornmg. 

He has a noUe ambition, and his wife animates and revives it bj 
her very gentleness. She is the companion of his thoughts ; his 
eyeiy pursuit is hers; her every accom]^lishment is but a daarm for 
his moments of over-work and exhaustion. He has chosen well—* 
Ihough once he knew not how weU. If you would be happy in 
marned life, seek for a companion who loves your own pursuit. Are 
you musical? wed one who can love and appreciate your own efifbrts. 
Are you devoted to pubHc life and public good? mate not with her 
who lias no idea beyond the price of the last leg of mutton. Are 
you an author, and do you read, write, and think as heartily as you 
love— then may the muses* protect you from the vulgar undomestic 
harpy whose mouth befouls you with vile grammar, and who drives 
friends of your own sort from your door, and blights your thoughts 
ere they have been released ttom the degraded and fettered soul. 
Above all things, avoid, as ^ou would a pestilence, the woman who 
cannot respect her husband in the presence of others. 

Sell would have gone into the army, had his little wife given him 
leave. As it was, he wants something to do, and is actuaOy talking 
about taking orders. But the unanimous belief of his friends (his 
lady included) is, that imtiL two Sundays meet in the middle of the 
week, such an event is considerably more than improbable. His 
studies, moreover, have been chiefly confined to politics, and he is 
no small help to his old friend in his parliamentary duties. 

Mr. Greenfinch is getting on tremendously as a redresaer of 
public grievaaces. He is eye^y1ihiIigm1ck<b^i'e>^!^J^s^^ "^^Sa. 
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drarchwarden, gnardian, cliairman of the board for the suppression 
of dog-carts (as emploved in the rending of cat's-meat), deputy 
commissioner for the Anti-Brick-E.ubbish-to-be-shot-here Associa,- 
tion, secretary to the Beading Literary Institution, treasurer to the 
Elkington Mutual Improyement Association, grand provincial 
steward of the Odd Fellows, and so many other things, that Lucy 
speaks of her husband's " public engagements " wim almost as 
much pride as Ellen reads the reports from Downing-street. Mr. 
Greenfinch is likewise a man of taste. He buys a picture now and 
then, his garden is faultless, and his house the perfection of neat- 
ness. He has never lamented the want of University advantages, 
though he fully recognises their effect in the case of his more 
accomplished friends. But, as a true specimen of the quiet, intelli- 
gent, and useful country gentleman, in contradistinction to the 
mild, boylike youth who once was so pleasant aq^patient a victim, 
we have never met, never shall meet a better fellow than Mr. 
Sydenham Greenfinch. 



Faebwell, my dear readers — and subjects. If you, of the former 

?>arty, have been as much pleased in reading — and you of the latter 
though perfectly imaginary, I assure you,) as little displeased in 
being written about — as I have been during this brief attempt to 
amuse myself, and a few others (though Messrs. Koutledoe and Co. 
have great objection to " a few readers," under any circumstances,) 
I may leave my characters, with their faults and failings, (for 
which, by the bye, I alone am imfortunately responsible) safely in 
your hands. And if a shilling's worth of chit-chat — apropos of one 
of the greatest undertakings that ever displayed the industry and 
taste of England — should lead a few people, who, like Mr. Green- 
finch, once knew little, and thought less, to know more, and 
think better, beneath the roof, or m the lovely groimds of " the 
People's Palace," I shall be vain enough to fancy that I have not 
talked even this " bit of nonsense" without some purpose. 
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